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Summary: Rocksteady and Bebop never questioned their roles as 
Shredder's henchmen, especially when the places they came from were 
so much worse. But everything changed the day they met a young boy 
named Tyler, and discovered in themselves something they never 
thought they had; the ability to care. A TMNT fanfic. Features some 
Rocksteady/OC shipping later. 


1. Prologue: A Surprising Visitor 
Rescue Me 

-Hey, it's Rocket shipper again, here with another fanfic. This time 
it's Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles! Whoo ! When I was a kid I LOVED the 
cartoon show and watched it all the time. I must have rented the 
first season VHS tapes from the video store dozens of times over the 
years, as well as the live action movies, though I never actually 
watched much of the series on TV, so I never saw much beyond season 
3. Eventually the series went off the air and I tired of renting the 
same handful of episodes and stopped watching, and didn't really have 
the motivation to pick up the DVDs or check out the newer shows and 
comics or anything UNTIL I heard about the anniversary crossover 
movie. Turtles Forever. That got me interested in the 2003 4kids 
series which turned out to be AMAZING, and just like that I was back 
into the franchise all the way. I re-watched the 80s show, started 
reading the comics (both the original Mirage series and IDW's new 
ongoing TMNT series) and even started watching the new CGI Nick show. 
And since I was a little kid my favorite characters in the franchise 
have always been Bebop and Rocksteady. I just love them! They were 
like the Team Rocket of the Turtle franchise. But unlike TR in 
Pokemon, they never really got much development in the 80s show 
beyond their dimwitted bad guy personalities, which always 
disappointed me. And I've never been able to find much TMNT 
fanfiction featuring the two of them (though a couple I have found by 
IndigoYeti and One Small Monkey have been excellent!) So I ended up 
coming up with my own story! I've had the idea for a pretty long 



time, but I ended up waiting until I rewatched the series again 
before trying to write it, and I'm glad I waited because there were 
still a lot of little elements here and there that didn't solidify 
until very recently. One of them was even the title and what it 
references So I hope everyone who decides to read enjoys this. 

I'm going to do things a little differently this time, and upload one 
or two chapters at a time on a schedule, instead of uploading the 
whole thing all at once. But don't worry, the entire story is already 
written, so it won't be orphaned or anything, it will all eventually 
be uploaded. As for the rest of the usual stuff, you know the drill. 

I don't own the rights to the TMNT characters or the other various 
pop-culture elements I utilized or made reference to (shhh. 
spoilers!), this is just for fun, not for any kind of profit. And 
that's it. See you at the end! Oh and this is obviously set in the 
80s cartoon universe, taking place at some point after the end of the 
TV show and Turtles Forever, though I did bring in a few more 
realistic, grounded elements that wouldn't have typically shown up in 
the actual cartoon. Real guns actually exist, people can get hurt, a 
few things like that. So without further ado, I present my 
story ! 

Extra note: Well, maybe a little more ado. As will be pretty clear 
from the prologue chapter, this story contains some more overt 
spiritual elements to it than some of my previous fanfics. So if that 
kind of thing bothers you, or if you just think it doesn't mesh well 
with TMNT, then this may not be the best story for you. It will also 
be pretty serious at times; there is some of the 80 's show silliness 
here and there, but overall it is a pretty serious story, even if 
it's set in the 80s verse. But if that hasn't scared you away, then 
enjoy ! - 

-Prologue- 

A Surprising Visitor 

Father Anthony walked out into the dimly lit sanctuary of the Church 
of St. John the Baptist as he continued the evening routine he 
performed every weekday night after the 5:30 mass. The room was now 
mostly empty, though a few parishioners still lingered in the pews, 
reading their Bibles or offering silent prayers to the saints above. 
Anthony walked towards the pulpit to begin extinguishing the candles 
that were still burning nearby when something caught his eye. The 
large man who had snuck in and lingered at the very back of the 
sanctuary about halfway through the Mass service was still there, 
leaning against the back wall where the shadows were the deepest. 

Of course people often slipped in and watched from the very back 
during services, usually standing away from the pews and other people 
and near the doors where they might be able to slip out just as 
stealthily, should something end up scaring them off. Sometimes these 
were just people checking the scene out, dipping their toes in to see 
if this was a service or congregation that they might want to join, 
but many times these people were those who would not normally feel 
comfortable just walking straight into a church and sitting on the 
front row, like a "regular person". People who, for many varied 
reasons, might not feel comfortable or welcome inside the church 
proper or with the rest of the regular attendees, but who were still 
drawn to come, standing on the outskirts to hear whatever they could 
of the message that they often felt they might not be worthy to 
receive. Father Anthony in particular loved to greet these people 



whenever he could; to learn their stories and to try and make it 
clear to them that his congregation was an open and loving one, happy 
to welcome whomever wished to enter and fellowship, regardless of 
age, gender, race, sexual struggles, social standing, or the number 
and intensity of past mistakes. He had a special heart for those who 
were seeking but struggling with being able to enter a church and 
feel like they belonged there, he wanted everyone to be able to come 
freely to this church without fear. And so it was that Father Anthony 
decided to put his daily routine on hold for the moment and approach 
this man; to see if he was one of those who just needed a warm and 
sincere invitation to bring themselves out into the open. 

As Anthony walked towards the back of the sanctuary, approaching the 
man, he noticed for the second time just how big the person was. He 
was easily a foot or so taller than Anthony, and extremely large and 
wide in his torso and shoulders. Anthony thought that he looked to 
have the build of a weight lifter or a wrestler, though he also 
thought he saw a bit of a beer belly in front as well. He stood too 
far back in the shadows to get a clear look at his clothing or what 
he really looked like, but Anthony thought that the man's outline, 
especially around the head, looked a bit strange, and wondered if 
maybe this man lingered in the dark because of some physical 
appearance issue for which he was ashamed. The man had been leaning 
against the wall in a posture indicating thought, but he suddenly 
jerked as if startled when Anthony approached and stepped back even 
further away from the light. 

Anthony stopped and smiled warmly; pushing his glasses up the bridge 
of his nose with one hand as he held up the other in a greeting. "I'm 
sorry, I didn't mean to startle you" he began, "I'm Father Anthony; I 
saw you come in earlier and since you're still here I thought I'd 
welcome you personally. Did you enjoy the service?" 

There was a brief pause and Anthony wondered if the guy was just 
going to try and slip away, but then the man replied. "Yeah, it was 
nice." He said, "The music was really soothin. Don't know if I 
understood much of da message dough." His voice was somewhat gruff 
but also not as deep as Anthony had expected. He had a mild Brooklyn 
accent and Anthony detected in the cadence of the voice and grammar a 
bit of a "simple" element; of someone who either was a little bit 
"slow" or had not completed much education, either of which could 
explain the shyness. 

Anthony decided to push forward a bit. "I'm glad you enjoyed it, and 
I hope you will return to worship with us again." He said. "If you 
do, I want you to know that you shouldn't feel hesitant to join the 
other parishioners in the pews. Ours is a very open and accepting 
congregation, we want all who come here to feel loved and welcomed. 
There is no need to stand apart back here". 

The man shuffled his feet nervously and remained in the darkness. "I 
don't know about dat . " He said reluctantly. "I'ma€lkinda different 
den most people. A lot different actually. I don't want to cause no 
trouble or nuttin'. I was fine back here." 

Anthony nodded and smiled kindly. "I understand the reluctance that 
can come with being somewhere you feel you might not belong, but I 
assure you that no one would reject you here. Everyone is welcome, no 
matter who they are." 



The man in the shadows crossed his arms in an obvious posture of 
incredulity. "You probably wouldn't say dat if you could see me." he 
responded . 

Anthony frowned slightly. "Let me be the judge of that." he said, and 
then held up his hand to beckon the stranger out of the shadows. 
"Please come out into the light. No matter how you might look or what 
your social standing might be, it does not matter in this place. Man 
looks at outward appearances but God looks at the heart, and that is 
what matters . " 

The man uncrossed his arms and let them drop to his side in a sign of 
resignation. "Alright. But I did warn ya." And he took three large 
steps forward, entering into full illuminating range of the 
lights . 

To his credit. Father Anthony did a very good job of keeping his 
composure. The only things that betrayed the surprise he felt were a 
slight widening of his eyes behind the lenses of his glasses, and a 
single small step back he took, neither of which the large stranger 
appeared to notice, which was probably a good thing. Anthony had 
given similar inviting speeches to other reluctant visitors to St. 
John's over the years, but never before had he found himself in such 
an immediate need to live up to the words he'd expressed as this 
particular moment. "_Well_, _he certainly did warn me" _Anthony 
couldn't help but think, as he took in the visitor standing before 
him. 

The man was dressed in large black jean pants, and a camouflage 
patterned short sleeved t-shirt, with a brown bomber jacket on top, 
and he had two metal studded leather bands around his wrists. His 
feet were clad in two large brown work boots. In general, the man had 
the expected two arms, two legs, feet, hands, and head, but this fact 
and the clothes were where all of the expected details ran out. Every 
inch of the man's exposed skin was dark gray in color, and appeared 
to be much thicker and tougher than the skin of a regular person. 
Anthony noticed that the man's hands only had four digits each, a 
thumb and three fingers, instead of the expected five. But of course 
it was the final detail that drew the most attention. A long 
pronounced snout, with large open nostrils and a prominent curved 
horn growing from the end, with another smaller horn set back behind 
it. A mouth full of curved pointed teeth, some of which were visible 
even when his mouth was closed. Large pointed ears set back on the 
top of head. A set of expressive yellow eyes, now filled with 
weariness and apprehension as their owner waited for the reaction of 
the stunned human standing in front of him. In short, the man 
standing in front of Anthony looked to be a bipedal humanoid 
rhinoceros . 

One word flashed immediately through Anthony's mind as he looked at 
his visitor. "Mutant". Like any good well informed citizen of New 
York City, Father Anthony was familiar with the latest news of the 
local famed super heroes of the city, the Ninja Turtles. They were 
mentioned on the Channel 6 news almost every other day, and their 
many battles with the notorious Shredder and other strange and exotic 
threats to the city were the stuff of water cooler conversations 
everywhere, and St. John the Baptist's was no exception. So Anthony, 
like many New Yorkers, was familiar with the idea of mutants, those 
strange beings with mixed up DNA from a variety of sources. But also 
like many New Yorkers, Anthony never really expected that he would 



ever encounter a real mutant, even the famous Turtles, in his day to 
day life. And yet here one stood, larger than life, only a foot in 
front of him. A spark of recognition sprang to life in Anthony's 
head. For some reason, this mutant seemed familiar to him, but he 
couldn't place just why. 

Additionally, Anthony noted that this particular mutant looked as if 
he had just been through a nasty street brawl, and come out the 
loser. There was a large white bandage wrapped around the mutant's 
right bicep, just above the elbow, and a variety of smaller cuts and 
scrapes up and down both arms. The knuckles on both his hands were 
bruised and scraped, and his right hand in particular was badly 
swollen. His face was in a similar state, a mean looking purplish-red 
bruise surrounded his left eye, and another painful looking bruise 
showed on the top of the mutant's snout, in between the first and 
second horn. 

The Rhinoceros man shifted his feet nervously, and fiddled with what 
looked like a bracelet that was wrapped around his right wrist, on 
top of the wrist band. Anthony quickly realized that it was an old 
wooden rosary chain, as he could see the small crucifix dangling down 
from the middle. "Well, now you see me." the mutant said, stealing 
himself for the inevitable request for him to leave. 

Anthony cleared his throat and pushed his glasses up on his nose 
again, gathering his composure. "Yes, now I see." He replied 
diplomatically. "I can certainly understand why you would be 
reluctant to step out in the open in a place with many strangers. But 
I assure you that even a mutant like you is perfectly welcome here if 
he desires to come before God." 

The mutant looked surprised. "Really? You mean you aint scared of me 
or nuttin?" 

"Should I be scared?" Anthony asked. "You haven't done anything that 
looks threatening to me." 

The mutant shrugged and looked a little sad. "A lot of people seem 
scared of me just cause of da way I look." 

"Well as I said, Man tends to look at the outside, but God is 
concerned more about the inside." Anthony replied. 

The mutant shrugged again. "That aint really any betta news for me. I 
aint much on the inside neither." 

Anthony's face became serious and he nodded solemnly. "All of us have 
our own inner struggles and failures to deal with. And that is why 
God's love and grace is so wonderful." He nodded in the direction of 
the rosary the mutant was wearing on his wrist. "I take it that you 
are a Catholic?" 

The mutant glanced down at his rosary, looking a little bit unsure. 
"Sorta . . . kinda, I guess." he replied, touching the crucifix on the 
rosary with his left hand. "My ma was. This used to be hers. She 
taught me a few prayers and stuff, when I was little. Tried to get me 
to come wit her. To church and stuff." His eyes looked pained at the 
memory. "But... Dad didn't really approve." 


Anthony could tell that this recollection was a painful direction for 



the mutant, and picked up on a different thread. "Based on how you 
describe relating to your parents, I would guess that you were human, 
originally? " 

The mutant nodded. "Yup, me and Bebop were both just regular guys 
before. We didn't become mutants until later." 

Anthony frowned slightly at hearing another name in the conversation 
and then realized his own mistake. He blushed slightly and smiled, a 
bit annoyed with himself. "I just suddenly realized how terribly rude 
I've been." He began. "I introduced myself when we started talking, 
but I have yet to ask for your name in return." 

The mutant rubbed the back of his head, looking a bit nervous. "Urn, 
Rocksteady." he replied hesitantly. After a moment, the mutant stuck 
his left hand out, though he didn't look entirely 
comfortable . 

Anthony cracked a small smile. "Is that like the music genre, or the 
song by The Whispers?" He asked, as he reached out and shook 
Rocksteady's hand. The skin felt thick and dry, like a rough piece of 
leather, and his grip was strong. 

Rocksteady's eyes widened and he broke out into a large jovial grin. 
"Kinda both actually." he replied. "Not many people pick up on dat . I 
used to listen to dat song all da time." 

Anthony nodded as he took back his hand. "Your parents must have been 
fans . " 

Rocksteady's smile dropped off and his eyes fell. "Nah. Wasn't dem 
dat gave me dat name. Bebop and me, we kinda named ourselves, after 
we came back to New York. Like a way of starting over." 

Anthony smiled again. "Bebop and Rocksteady. I get it." 

Rocksteady smiled back. "Yeah. Plus, all dose kids in the gang movies 
always had cool nicknames and we thought we should have em too, since 
we was looking to join up" 

"And Bebop is the person you mentioned before, who mutated as well?" 
asked Anthony. 

"Yeah, he's a mutant too. Part warthog." Rocksteady replied, nodding. 
"My best friend in the whole world." 

"So what was your name as a human?" Anthony asked. "If you don't mind 
me asking? ' 

Rocksteady suddenly looked extremely uncomfortable, and for a moment 
Anthony worried that he'd inadvertently crossed the wrong line 
without realizing it. "Uh...I really do, actually." he said, twisting 
his hands together, taking a step back and looking like he was ready 
to bolt. 

Anthony held his hands up in a reassuring gesture. "I'm sorry. It's 
ok. You don't have to tell me any details you don't want to." He 
said, trying to cool his guest down. "I was only trying to get to 
know you a little, as I seek to learn about all the guests who come 
here. But I want you to feel comfortable and safe here. If I offended 



you, I apologize." 

Rocksteady still looked a bit uncertain, but was definitely becoming 
less jumpy. "It's ok." he said " Just ... really don't want no one to 
know who I was back den. Bebop's the only one now who knows dat 
stuff . " 

Anthony nodded. "I think I understand" he replied, and then looked 
over Rocksteady critically, and decided to risk asking a more serious 
question. "Forgive me in advance if this is another too private 
issue, but I don't think anyone could help but notice the state of 
your body at the moment." He looked Rocksteady in the eye. "If you 
are in any physical danger outside of this place, then the church can 
extend its help to you if you desire." he stated, pointedly. "Though 
it would be hard to imagine someone of your size really being 
threatened by anyone." he added, smiling a little. "Or if the 
situation is of a more personally inflicted nature, we are ready to 
offer a listening ear and spiritual guidance if you feel you need to 
give confession. You .. mentioned gangs earlier, did you 
not?" 


Rocksteady kind of glanced over himself as he was becoming aware of 
his own injuries for the first time, then his gaze fell and he 
fidgeted nervously with the waist band of his pants. Anthony saw a 
combination of embarrassment and shame play over his facial 
expression. "Nah. We aint doing that kind of stuff no more dese days. 
At least we're tryin. Dis...dis was all my fault." He sighed and 
looked down at his feet. "I was bein a blockhead, and Bebop and my 
friends just hadta knock some sense into me." 

Anthony frowned, suddenly looking very stern. "Friends who stick by 
you and hold you accountable are very valuable. But violence is 
rarely the proper answer to anything" he stated, looking Rocksteady 
straight in the eye again. "Whatever you did, it wouldn't justify 
mistreatment on their part." 

Rocksteady's eyes widened and he shook his head vehemently, holding a 
hand up in a "stop right there" kind of motion. "No, no, I didn't 
mean it like that!" he said emphatically. "It really was all my 
fault." he raised his left hand and rubbed the back of his head 
again, looking supremely embarrassed. "I.. wasn't in my right mind. 
Bebop was just defendin himself, I was da one who tried to fight." He 
hung his head and smiled sadly. "Mostly I just ended up hurtin 
myself." He pointed to the nasty bruise on his snout. "Dis is the 
only hit he actually gave me. The rest was all me." He laughed a 
little and pointed at his left eye. "Got dis just from f allin down 
afterwards. Pathetic huh?" 

Anthony did not really feel convinced. Rocksteady's story did not 
sound all that different from the excuses he'd heard from many a 
damaged individual, unwilling to speak out against their abuser. But 
it often did no good to directly accuse them of fudging the truth or 
covering up their loved ones actions, so Anthony pushed his 
skepticism down and tried to dig a little deeper from another angle. 
"You said that you "were not in your right mind"? What do you mean by 
that?" Anthony asked. 

Rocksteady rubbed his head again nervously and looked away, like a 
kid caught being bad by his stern teacher. "Well..." he began, 
stumbling a little with his words. "Basically...! was smashed out of 



my skull . " 


Anthony hadn't really expected that admission. "Really?" he asked. 
"You mean you were drunk?" 

"Yup" Rocksteady replied, nodding solemnly. 

Anthony felt a brief twinge of shame for having jumped to the wrong 
conclusion, and then an out flowing of compassion for the mutant. "Is 
this something that you struggle with often?" asked Anthony. After a 
brief internal moment of hesitation, he stepped closer the mutant and 
reached up and put a hand on Rocksteady's shoulder. The mutant looked 
surprised at the priest's gesture, but did not pull away. "We have 
resources that could help. You don't have to live with such a 
destructive addiction." Anthony said. 

Rocksteady shook his head. "Nah, dat ' s not really da problem. I'm not 
an alchyholic or anyting like you're tinkin" . He sighed and for a 
moment he looked almost heart-breakingly sad. "I just been dealin wit 
some tough stuff lately. In my head mostly. Dat rat guy says I need 
to be more..." He struggled a moment to find the word. " f orgivin-like 
to myself . " 

Anthony nodded. He thought maybe he was finally starting to see the 
tip of the true picture here. "Yes. It can often be hard not to beat 
ourselves up when we know we've done something wrong. But if we've 
been forgiven then it is like a clean beginning" . 

"Yeah I guess." Rocksteady said, but by his face he didn't look like 
he quite believed it. "I'm not sure if dey really will forgive me 
dough . " 

Anthony squeezed Rocksteady's shoulder gently and then took his hand 
back. "It sounds to me. Rocksteady, as if you have some things 
weighing heavily on your soul." 

Rocksteady just shrugged as if that was obvious. "Yeah no kiddin. I 
was a pretty bad guy for a long time. Me and Bebop both, we was 
always fightin with dem turtles and causin all sorts of trouble." 
Anthony's eyes grew wide as the recognition he'd thought he felt 
before suddenly clarified. Rocksteady's caught his change in 
expression. "What?" he asked nervously. 

"It just clicked for me. When we first started talking I thought you 
seemed familiar, but I couldn't place why. But that's it." Anthony 
said, snapping his fingers. "I've seen you on the news. Along with 
your friend. That lady from channel 6 news ... what ' s her 
name? " 


"April O'Neil" Rocksteady supplied 

"Yes her." continued Anthony. "She was always covering stories about 
the Turtles and that mad man Shredder who was always fighting them. 
And you and the other mutant were there too." He looked at Rocksteady 
with a great amount of surprise. "You work for the Shredder." 

"Used to." Rocksteady replied, "We gave up workin for him a while 
back. Just . . . couldn ' t do it no more." Suddenly he gave Anthony 
another nervous look. "What!?" he asked again. Anthony was smiling at 
him . 



The priest couldn't believe what he'd just figured out, though he 
chastised himself internally for not catching on sooner, the evidence 
was all there. He couldn't help but smile at the situation. "I just 
think it is an amazing and wonderful thing that you would be here at 
all." he began. "You worked for one of the most heinous madmen of the 
20th century, and now you are here." he gestured to the sanctuary 
around him. "It just goes to show how far God's power can bring a 
person . " 

Rocksteady didn't look convinced at all. "I don't know how much he 
really had to do wit it." he said, scratching one of his ears, 
looking unsure. 

Anthony smiled wider. "God is always at work around us even when we 
are not aware of him, even for those who do not yet acknowledge him." 
Rocksteady still looked skeptical, but Anthony caught him steal a 
glance at the rosary on his wrist, giving it a brief considering 
look. There was something there. Anthony reached out again and put a 
hand on Rocksteady's arm. "My son, I believe God has brought you here 
for a reason. You obviously have things weighing on your mind, issues 
and doubts you are struggling with." He nodded towards the row of 
wooden booths on the far wall of the sanctuary. "This is not the 
normal scheduled time for confessions, but I wonder if you might want 
to share with me the things that have been troubling you and the 
guilt you are carrying. It can be most therapeutic and 
freeing . " 

Rocksteady looked a bit embarrassed and uncomfortable at being called 
"my son" by the priest, but did not immediately reject the 
suggestion. "I.. don't know. I've never done a confession before, in a 
church." He glanced at the confession booths with a bit of 
apprehension. "Don't tink I'd fit in one of dose anyway." 

Anthony laughed. "Yes, that is probably true. But this does not have 
to be a formal "by the book" confession. For one thing you know the 
priest you are talking to already." He turned around and gestured to 
the nearest row of pews. "We can just sit here. I will listen to 
whatever you feel comfortable sharing." 

This was the moment of truth, so to speak. Would this man decide to 
stay, or walk away possibly never to return? Rocksteady considered 
for a long moment. Anthony realized that he was half-way holding his 
breath and let it out in a quit woosh. Rocksteady dropped his arms to 
his side and silently walked forward and sat down on one of the pews. 
Anthony smiled to himself and sat down next to him. The mutant stared 
forward for a few moments, seeming lost in thought, and then let his 
head droop, his eyes falling to his hands in his lap. "I don't even 
know where to start." he said. 

"Take your time. Don't rush." Anthony said kindly. "I am in no hurry. 
We can talk for as long as you like." He put his left hand on 
Rocksteady's shoulder. "Tell me your story." 

And so Rocksteady did. He told him about being homeless on the 
streets, about gangs and fighting for survival, about the Shredder 
and Krang. And about when everything started to change. 


2 . Chapter 1 : A Chance Encounter 
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A Chance Encounter: 

_-"Oh. this memory again. 

_The rain poured down from the darkened sky like a raging waterfall, 
cascading down the nearby fire escape, pounding on the lids of the 
dumpsters like the roar of drums, running down the alley like a 
river. The two young men huddled together in the corner where the 
trash dumpster met the alleyway wall, miserable and soaked to the 
bone, waiting for the storm to pass. The skinny black boy shivered 
and rubbed his arms, pulling back farther against the wall, and 
closer to his companion. The larger boy, short cropped blonde hair 
sticking to his skull, pulled his green army jacket off and tried to 
spread it over both their heads with his left arm, like an umbrella. 
It didn't do much good, the jacket was already soaked through. He put 
his right arm around his companion, pulling him closer, trying to 
make the most of their body heat to stay warm in the torrent of rain. 
"If dad could see me now, he'd prolly blow a gasket" the bigger boy 
thought, glancing at his companion, smiling inwardly to himself. But 
little things like race and what not didn't mean anything anymore, 
when you didn't have a family or home to ever go back to, when the 
guy next to you was the only person you could rely on, no matter what 
you both looked like or where you came from. Homelessness and 
starvation didn't know race or creed. _ 

_In the distance a sound like a siren began, barely audible over the 
roar of the storm. The bigger boy's stomach rumbled audibly. It had 
been a few days since they'd eaten much except some leftover junk 
they'd found thrown away. His companion stirred. "You think da next 
gang we join will let us stay. Rock?" he asked. _ 

_"I hope so." he replied, trying to stay positive. "We gets to get 
some food and money soon."_ 

_His companion nodded his head, and bumped his fists together, like 
he was psyching himself up. "Yeah. We won't screw up no more. We'll 
do better dis time."_ 

_"Yeah. No more messin up." the bigger boy replied, squeezing his 
friend's shoulder with his right hand._ 

_Behind the sound of the falling rain, the siren seemed to grow 
louder. The bigger boy shifted uncomfortably. Outside on the street, 
he thought he saw the reflected red light of a cop car. He watched 
the end of the alley intently, waiting for anything to change. So it 
took him completely by surprise when the squeal of tires issued from 
the opposite end of the alley. Red flashing lights began cycling 
across the dark brick walls, the sound of slamming doors and 
splashing feet approaching. The boy leapt to his feet, panic 
stricken, and the shrill sound of the sirens filled the alley, 
blocking everything, filling his head, drowning out his thoughts with 
the overwhelming noise and something else behind it. a loud far 
away . . .voice? . . . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"...u lazy incompetent chowder heads get your carcasses out of 



bed and up here to the portal room NOW!"<p> 


Rocksteady startled violently awake, sitting up so quickly that he 
bonked his horn hard against the metal roof above his bed. Stars 
flashed in his vision and he reflexively grabbed his face, groaning 
in pain. The remnants of the dream still clinging to his mind, he 
momentarily forgot where he was or the orientation of his body, and 
lost his balance, tumbling out of the top bunk and landing hard on 
top of Bebop, who was lying on the floor next to his bottom 
bunk . 

"Get off me dipstick, you're heavy." Bebop groused, rolling 
Rocksteady to the side and climbing to his feet. The mutant warthog 
quickly stomped across the clutter strewn room, dodging video game 
cartridges and half eaten bags of snack food, and slammed his finger 
down on the red button under the wall intercom. "Yeah boss? We're 
awake." he said. 

The voice of Oroku Saki, the notorious Shredder, rumbled back through 
the intercom with furious intensity. "Do you two blockheads know what 
time it is!? Were you planning to sleep all day!? Get up here now, 
I've got an assignment for you!" 

"Sure ting boss." Bebop replied contritely, before taking his finger 
off the speaker button and turning to his friend, who was still lying 
on his back on the floor near the beds. "Hey, yous gonna lie dere all 
day? We ' s got woik to do. Get up or da boss is gonna be even madder." 
Rocksteady didn't move, just kept starring up at the ceiling, and 
Bebop felt a twinge of worry. He walked back across the room and 
crouched down next to the other mutant. "Hey, you ok pal? Didn't hit 
your head too hard did ya?" 

Rocksteady turned his head slightly and met Bebop's eyes. "Nah..." he 
finally replied "Just... bad dreams." "_memories, more like it" _the 
mutant rhino thought to himself. He glanced around the room, taking 
everything in, letting the last dregs of the dream fade away. They 
were in their apartment on the Technodrome, miles beneath the earth's 
crust. Living on the streets, scrounging through dumpsters, joining 
any gang that would give them a chance just to get some food and 
money, all that was just a distant existence, nearly a decade in the 
past. They had jobs now, a home, food to eat every day, even some 
meager possessions of their own and a dependable (if rather small) 
allowance. They were Bebop and Rocksteady, mutant muscle for Shredder 
and Krang. Life was descent overall, even if their base never worked 
and was always getting stuck somewhere inconvenient, and even if they 
still could never beat those darn turtles. Rocksteady rubbed his eyes 
and tried to clear his head of past thoughts. Bebop was right. They 
had work to do. Stuff to break, people to pound. A world to help 
Shredder conquer. They were getting back at life for every bum rap 
they'd ever been handed. 

Bebop grabbed Rocksteady's hand and pulled him to his feet. "Well, 
whatever your dream was, it's over now. Shake it off buddy, we got to 
get going. Da Boss is really steamed." He turned and grabbed his 
signature purple shades hanging from the edge of his bunk, putting 
them on as he patted his friend on the shoulder. "You can tell me 
what it was later ok?" 

"Yeah, I'm cool. Don't even need to bother. It was just a stupid 
dream." Rocksteady said, smiling the best he could. "Let's go see 



what da Boss wants, before he ends up making us mop the entire 
Technodrome again." 

"Yeah, my back is still killin me from last night." Bebop replied, as 
the two headed for the door. 

The evil ninja super-villain Shredder paced back and forth across the 
portal room, growing even more and more impatient by the second. When 
he saw his two mutant henchmen a€"finally- enter through the opposite 
door, he spun towards them, fists clenched in seething anger. "Nice 
of you two porridge brains to finally join us. Do you think you're on 
vacation!? You know what time I expect you to be up!" He screamed at 
them, waving his gauntlets in the air as they approached. 

"But bossa€l" whined Rocksteady "We was tired, you had us up almost 
the whole night cleanin." 

"Yeah, we din'nt even get back to our room till afta midnight" Bebop 
added . 

"SILENCE!" Shredder yelled, causing his minions to jump back. "I 
don't want to hear your excuses. And if you mess up again today. I'll 
have you buried in so much work you'll never sleep!" 

"Calm down Shredder, you're not as young as you used to be you know." 
Burbled the androgynous voice of Krang, exiled alien warlord of 
Dimension X. His new and improved giant robot body turned from the 
viewing portal and stomped over to where the others were standing, 
the sticky pink blob inside the chest cavity staring out at Shredder 
with amusement in his eyes. "Don't want you giving yourself a heart 
attack when I still need your help to conquer Earth and Dimension 
X" . 


Shredder glared at the alien brain. "Like you're one to talk, you 
ancient wrinkled prune" he shot back. "I'm still in top form." 

"Then why do you keep losing to the rat and those insufferable 
turtles lately?" Krang asked and laughed again. "You used to be able 
to hold your own. You're slipping in your ninja training, 

Saki . " 

Shredder glared again and crossed his arms in a pout. "Who's the one 
who's had us all running around with more harebrained schemes to fix 
the Technodrome since we got back to earth? Like anyone would have 
time to practice martial arts" Rocksteady and Bebop sniggered to 
themselves, until Shredder shot them a death glare. "What are you two 
laughing at ? ! " 

"Speaking of which." Krang began, turning to face the two mutants. 
"We've got a new target for you to go after today." He walked back to 
the console next to the viewing screen and punched a few buttons. The 
large wall sized screen lit up, showing the picture of a nerdy Asian 
man in a lab coat, and the picture of a regular New York City 
apartment building. The address flashed next to the picture. "This is 
Dr. Morikawa, and he's just announced the development of a new super 
fuel compound that would be just the thing to get the Technodrome's 
engines firing again." He turned back to the mutants, a serious look 
on his face. "You think you two idiots can manage breaking into his 
apartment and stealing the research notes?" 



"Yeah no problemo Krang, dose notes are as good as yoirs" Bebop 
replied, snapping an exaggerated salute. 


"Yeah, leave it to us." Rocksteady replied, grinning. This should be 
an easy job. 

Krang glared and crossed his tentacles. "Yeah, yeah, don't get my 
hopes up." He said before turning back to the computer consoles to 
begin some new calculat ions . 

Shredder glared at the two mutants. "You two better not fail this 
time, or you know what will happen." He growled angrily. 

"Sure ting. Boss" Bebop and Rocksteady replied together. 

"Oh and one more detail before you go, mush for brains." Shredder 
replied, looking at them with disgust. 

"What" they both asked. 

"PUT SOME CLOTHES ON, YOU IDIOTS!" Shredder shrieked, his face 
turning red. 

Bebop and Rocksteady turned their heads to look at each other, really 
paying attention for the first time. They were both still wearing 
nothing but the undershirts and boxers they'd slept in the night 
before . 

"Oh yeah. Guess we prolly should do dat . " Rocksteady said, blushing 
and looking embarrassed. 

"Sorry boss" Bebop replied, rubbing the back of his head and smiling 
like an idiot. "We was kinda in a hoiry to get here." 

Shredder let out a loud sigh and put his hand to his head. "Why am I 
cursed so?" he grumbled to himself, walking away. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Tyler stepped off the elevator onto the third floor apartment 
landing and headed for his door, completely unaware of the meeting he 
was moving towards that would soon change the course of several 
lives. As he stuck his key into the lock, the only thing on Tyler's 
mind was the awful school day he'd just endured and the terrible oral 
presentation he had to give next Monday in Math. What kind of math 
class had oral presentations anyway!? Kenny Noland and his goon 
patrol were still making Tyler's life miserable every lunch period 
and he was getting sick of it. He pulled his door open and tossed his 
coat lazily into the hall closet, still lost in thought as he trudged 
to the kitchen to grab a can of soda from the fridge. He sipped from 
the can as he walked towards his room, feeling the tension of the day 
start to finally wash away. Another day down until summer vacation, 
and it was the weekend. Angie wouldn't be home from work for a few 
more hours, which gave him a nice window of free time to do whatever 
he wanted before she started nagging him about homework or whatever. 
He grasped the doorknob to his bedroom, looking forward to vegging 
out on some video games and comics, maybe catching the new horror 
movie at the nearest cinema if there was time. It was going to be 
another nice Kenny free weekend, and Tyler was determined to make the 
most of it. Then he opened his bedroom door.<p> 



Tyler blinked twice and stared. There were two mutants in his room. 
Reading his comic books. Tyler was distinctly sure that he hadn't 
invited them. The window on the far wall was smashed open, and glass 
littered the carpet underneath. They had obviously climbed up the 
fire escape and come in there. Tyler blinked again. They weren't just 
any random mutants either, Tyler realized. The one sitting on the 
right, leaned up against Tyler's bed reading the newest issue of 
Captain Cow, was a half Rhino, and the one stretched out on his 
stomach to the left, head propped up on his hands, with another comic 
open in front of him, was part PigaClor maybe warthog, Tyler wasn't 
sure. Either way, he recognized them almost instantly. They were 
Bebop and Rocksteady. Tyler had seen them on the channel 6 news 
plenty of times, but even if he hadn't, he would have known them on 
sight anyway. Tyler's school acquaintance Zack was always ready to 
talk about anything related to the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles. In 
fact, Zack had a tendency to -**never shut up-** about the Turtles 
whenever the subject was broached; he claimed to have actually met 
them and been inducted into their group as the "Honorary 5th Turtle", 
and insisted he had helped them in many adventures over the past few 
years. The kid even dressed like the Turtles most of the time and 
carried around a neat looking turtle shell shaped walkie-talkie toy; 
claimed it was his own Turtle Com. No one at school really believed 
Zack, even when his usually bratty older brother backed up his 
claims, but his turtle tales were usually entertaining enough that 
Tyler and the other kids gave him a pass. Tyler had heard many MANY 
recitations of Zack's alleged adventures with the turtles, which 
often included encounters with the Shredder and his infamously 
"dumb-as-a-sack-of-hammers " mutant minions Rocksteady and Bebop. And 
now they were in his room. Reading his comics, and also apparently 
playing his games; Tyler saw his Game Guy hand held lying next to 
Rocksteady's leg, paused in the middle of the first level of Speedy 
the Hamster. This did not compute! 

The two mutants didn't look up when he opened the door; they were so 
absorbed in the comics that they hadn't heard any of his arrival in 
the apartment. Tyler didn't really know how to proceed. Part of him 
was a little excited, he never thought he'd ever encounter any 
mutants or other "celebrities" he saw on TV in real life, and yet 
here were two of them. He wasn't really scared, he knew the two's 
reputation for being morons and could probably get away from them if 
he had to. And if they were here then maybe the Turtles would be 
around somewhere too! That would be cool. But the rest of him was 
just puzzled. Why would they have broken into his room? And were they 
planning to leave anytime soon? He had his own vegging to do. Tyler 
finally decided to make his presence known and loudly cleared his 
throat. The two mutant jerked in surprise and then looked up with 
startled expressions on their faces. Tyler fixed the most stern 
expression he could muster on his face and asked "Just what exactly 
is going on here?" 

The two mutants looked at each other with puzzled expressions, like 
they couldn't believe some kid was talking to them like this, and 
both began to look a little embarrassed. "Urn... we was just readin" 
Rocksteady replied, looking like he'd just been caught with his hand 
in the cookie jar. "I guess you must be the kid dat lives here?" he 
asked . 


"Yeah, that's me" Tyler replied, crossing his arms. 



"Don't be scared kid, we won't hurt ya" Bebop said, sitting up. "You 
gots a great comic collection, ya know?" He continued, holding up the 
comic he'd been reading. "I've been looking for dis issue 
forever . " 

Tyler took a closer look at the comic Bebop was holding up, and felt 
his blood freeze a little. It was his limited edition issue #1 of 
Atom Man. He'd spent months looking through every comic book store in 
the area to get his hands on that! He kept it with his other rare 
comics on a special shelf, all of them stored in protective plastic 
slip covers. Tyler saw the slip cover for Atom Man lying discarded on 
the floor next to the mutant. Suddenly Tyler wasn't feeling so ok 
with these two after all. He narrowed his eyes angrily. "That's my 
limited edition Atom Man comic." he said. "It was in mint condition 
and now you took it out of the protective cover and got your 
fingerprints all over it. Now it won't be as valuable." 

Bebop looked at the comic with confusion, and then picked up the 
discarded protective cover. "Yeah, I was wonderin bout that." he 
dropped the cover and shrugged his shoulders. "Seems like a waste to 
me to just stick it on a shelf instead of readin it." 

"Yeah!" Rocksteady chimed in. "Dat ' s what comics are for. For 
readin . " 

Tyler scowled at them. "I guess you two don't know much about the 
nuances of comic book collecting" he stated. 

The two mutants looked at each other in puzzlement. Neither one knew 
what the word "nuance" meant. Rocksteady shrugged his shoulders. 
"Whateva kid. We just like readin em, we don't care about dat other 
dweeby stuff." he said. Bebop nodded in agreement and smiled. 

Tyler felt himself becoming more and more irritated. Now they were 
insulting him. They broke into his room and read his comics and now 
they were insulting him? The boy glared harder. "What are you even 
doing here in the first place? Don't you two have, I don't know, 
minion things to be doing?" he asked. "Or do you often break into 
people's bedrooms to mess with their stuff?" 

Rocksteady's eyes widened and he glanced at Bebop. "Dat ' s right! We 
totally forgot! We havta get back to work!" 

Bebop scratched his head and smiled embarrassedly . "Yeah, guess we 
was gettin distracted." 

Rocksteady turned back to Tyler with a more serious look on his face. 
"Hey kid, does a scientist named Dr. Mori-something-er-other live 
here by any chance?" 

Tyler looked puzzled. "Dr. Morikawa lives two floors up from here." 
he replied. 

Bebop turned and smacked Rocksteady lightly on the side of the head. 
"I told ya we was on da wrong floor!" 

"Well how was I supposed to know?" whined Rocksteady. "Everyting 
looks da same from da outside." 


Tyler couldn't help but crack a small smile. These two really did 



seem to be as dim as he'd heard. "So let me get this straight" he 
began. "You guys broke into this apartment thinking it was Dr. 
Morikawa's? And then you decide to read my comics instead of looking 
around and doing whatever it is you came for?" Tyler let out a small 
chuckle . 

The two mutants looked embarrassed and annoyed. "Hey, don't laugh at 
us." Rocksteady replied, with a little bit of hurt in his voice. "We 
was gonna get back to work eventually. We just got a 
little. . .sidetracked" 

Bebop nodded "Yeah, we was just takin a little break. Woikin for the 
Shredda is tough, ya know?" 

"I bet." Tyler said sarcast ically . "Wonder what he would think if he 
could see you goofing off like this?" 

Rocksteady frowned. "Hey you betta watch it kid. Don't make us mad." 
He dropped the Captain Cow comic on the floor and got to his feet. 
"Why are we even sitting here talkin to you anyways? Let's go Bebop, 
we need to hurry up and find dose fuel plans and get dem back to da 
boss on time . " 

"Ok, pal. Let's get goin" Bebop replied, as he took Rocksteady's 
offered hand and climbed to his feet. 

Tyler crossed his arms again and nodded. It was about time. Of course 
now he'd have to spend his evening cleaning up the glass and covering 
the window they broke instead of playing games like he planned. Tyler 
sighed. But his relief to see them leaving quickly melted into anger 
when he saw Bebop fold up the Atom Man comic he'd been reading and 
stuff it in the back pocket of his jeans. "Hey!" Tyler cried 
indignantly. "What do you think you're doing? That's my 
comic ! " 

Bebop turned back and gave the kid a mean smile. "Finders, keepers, 
kid." he said and laughed. 

Tyler shook his head in annoyance. "That doesn't even make sense!" he 
replied in exasperation. "You didn't "find" that, it was on my shelf, 
in my room! That you broke into!" 

Bebop shrugged. "Same ting." he replied. 

"No it's not!" Tyler replied. He was almost as annoyed with the 
mutant's lack of logic as with the fact that he was stealing from 
him . 

"Hey, we're da bad guys kid." Rocksteady replied. "Stealin's what we 
do . Deal wit it " . 

"Yeah. Deal wit it!" Bebop echoed and laughed as he turned and 
stepped out the window onto the fire escape outside. 

"See ya around kid" Rocksteady replied as he followed his 
friend . 

Tyler clinched his fists in anger and forgot for the moment that the 
two mutants were almost 3 times as big as him, and armed. He followed 
them out the window and made to grab the comic out of Bebop's pocket. 



Rocksteady saw him coming and pushed him back against the brick wall 
next to the window. "Don't be dumb kid. We don't wanna hurt ya, but 
you're startin to push it" he stated in annoyance. 

"Yeah." said Bebop, turning so his back, and the comic, were away 
from Tyler. "Just go back in yer room and forget we was ever 
here . " 

"Not likely!" Tyler said, trying to push against Rocksteady's 
hand . 

"Give it up kid, you aint gonna win dis" Rocksteady said sternly, 
picking Tyler up by the collar of his t-shirt. 

Tyler didn't take well to being told what to do like that. He kicked 
his legs out at Rocksteady's chest. "Get your hands off me you big 
mook" he yelled. And then instantly regretted it 

Rocksteady flinched as if someone had just stuck him in the ribs with 
a hot poker. The look of surprise in his eyes almost instantly 
changed to one of furious anger. The first pang of real fear swept 
through Tyler. He'd definitely said the wrong thing. Rocksteady 
barred his teeth like an angry dog and pulled his hand blaster from 
its holster in one swift motion. He didn't point the gun at the boy, 
but he definitely looked like he wanted to. "What did you just call 
me!?" he growled. 

Bebop moved fast, grabbing his friend's arm and pulling the gun down 
towards the floor. "Easy pal. Think for a minute." he said as 
soothingly as possible. "He's just a kid, he don't know nuttin'. He 
didn't mean anyting by it." He looked Tyler in the eye. "Did ya, 
kid?" 

"No, nothing at all. Sorry" Tyler said quickly. 

"Just toss him back in his room and let's get going." Bebop said, his 

hand still on Rocksteady's arm. "It's not woith it." 

To Tyler's relief, he could see Rocksteady begin to visibly calm 

down. He unclenched his jaw and the color in his face began to settle 

back to normal. "Yeah, your right pal." He said. He started to move 
towards the window, to throw the boy back into his room, when 
suddenly a projectile flew past the top of his head and embedded in 
the bricks above. Three pairs of eyes rose to look. It was a three 
pronged Sal. 

An authoritative voice rang out through the alleyway. "Put the kid 
down, you fiends, and come quietly!" Tyler and the two mutants turned 
and looked down at the mouth of the alley. The Ninja Turtles were 
standing at the opening, glaring up at them. 

"It's dem toitles!" Bebop exclaimed, pulling his hand blaster from 
the holster on his side and aiming it down at them. 

"You have such a strong grasp of the obvious, don't you?" snarked the 
one with the red mask _"Raphael",_ Tyler noted to himself. 


"How did you find us?" Rocksteady shot back with annoyance, pointing 
his own drawn blaster towards the enemy as well. 



The purple masked one, Donatello, looked up at them with incredulity. 
"You guys do know that April's apartment is like a block over don't 
you?" He asked. "You had to realize that you might run into us in 
this neighborhood." 

"You're giving those knuckleheads way too much credit Donatello." 
Raphael replied. 

Rocksteady smiled and tried to look puffed up. "Of course we knew 
dat . We've been waiting for you shell backs all along." Tyler rolled 
his eyes. They'd forgotten. Of course. 

"Plus, dudes" the orange masked turtle, Michaelangelo, added. "You 
left your drill module double parked around the corner. Anyone with 
half a brain would know you were around." 

"Enough pointless banter" shouted the blue masked turtle, Leonardo, 
drawing his katana and pointing it up at the fire escape. "We're here 
to stop whatever scheme Shredder has sent you on this time. Release 
the boy ! " 

"There goes our fearless leader, acting all tough and serious" 
Michelangelo stated, smiling to himself. 

"He's just annoyed that he never gets any of the good lines." Raphael 
whispered in Michelangelo's ear. 

"Cut it out guys!" Leonardo whined, looking back at them with 
annoyance. "You're ruining my cool heroic declaration." 

"Why don't we just worry about beating them?" Donatello asked 
diplomatically. The other three sighed and nodded, and all 4 turtles 
pulled their weapons and began to advance on the fire 
escape . 

Rocksteady growled in anger and dropped Tyler. The boy forgotten, he 
grasped his laser pistol with both hands and began firing down on the 
alley. "Eat blazing photons, shell-brains!" he shouted with 
enthusiasm. He loved getting to say stuff like that! Tyler meanwhile, 
quickly slipped back through the window into his room, very grateful 
that the two mutants hadn't been smart enough to think to just point 
their guns at him and use him as their hostage. 

"Do you even know what a photon is?" called back Donatello with 
annoyance as the four turtles dove for cover behind the nearby 
dumpsters and trash bags. 

Bebop began firing too, keeping the pressure on the turtles, and 
backed up so he was next to Rocksteady. "Come on, we betta get out of 
here." he said over his shoulder to his friend. 

"But what about dose fuel plans?" Rocksteady asked. 

"We can't do no searchin for no plans if dose Toitles are here. We'll 
have to come back later" 

"Da boss aint gonna be happy about dis" Rocksteady replied, a little 
bit of fear creeping into his voice. 


"I know" Bebop replied, resigned. "But it can't be helped." 



The two of them began slowly backing down the fire escape stairs, all 
the while keeping the turtles pinned down with their laser fire. As 
soon as the two reached solid ground, they bolstered their pistols 
and booked it down the opposite end of the alley. The turtles leapt 
out of cover and followed. When they reached the bottom of the fire 
escape, Leonardo issued some orders. "Michaelangelo, you and 
Donatello follow those two and try to stop them from escaping. 

Raphael and I will check on the kid and find out what they were doing 
here . " 

"No problemo" Michelangelo replied, as he and Donatello took off 
after the mutants. 

Leonardo and Raphael quickly climbed the fire escape up to the broken 
window, arriving just as Tyler climbed back out. Leonardo smiled 
somewhat condescendingly and spoke first. "Are you alright little 
boy?" he asked in a higher "talking-to-children" type voice. 

Tyler scowled back at him. He hated it when people assumed he was 
young. Just because he was kind of short for his age. "I'm not a 
little boy" he responded huffily. "I'm 12 and a half. And my name is 
Tyler . " 

Raphael smiled. "Got a feisty one here don't we?" he asked 
j okingly . 

Leonardo smiled sheepishly, and rubbed the back of his head. "Sorry. 

I didn't mean to offend." He stated. "I'm.." he began to say, but 
Tyler cut him off. 

"You're Leonardo" Tyler stated, and then turned to the other Turtle. 
"And you're Raphael. And the other two are Michelangelo and 
Donatello, I know. I've seen you on the news plenty of times." He 
smiled and waved his hand in a dismissive manner. "And to answer your 
question, I'm fine. They didn't hurt me." 

"What were those two goons doing here anyway?" asked Raphael, peaking 
through Tyler's broken window. 

"I think they were supposed to break into Dr. Morikawa's apartment. 
He's a famous scientist" Tyler began. "But he lives two more floors 
up from here" he continued, glancing up the fire escape stairs. He 
then shrugged his shoulders. "They broke into my room by mistake." He 
rolled his eyes. "And then they started reading my comics." 

Raphael face-palmed. "Why am I not surprised?" 

"I bet that doctor probably has something that Shredder needs to get 
the Technodrome working again." Leonardo added, looking 
grave . 

"Yeah, I think they said something about fuel" Tyler added. 

Leonardo smiled. "I guess it's a good thing then they got distracted 
by your comic collection Tyler. Or else they might have gotten what 
they came for." 

"Yeah I guess." Tyler said, but he didn't really feel happy. They 
still had his comic. 



Just then Michelangelo and Donatello came walking back into the alley 
from the direction they'd run earlier. Leonardo and Raphael descended 
the fire escape and met them at the bottom, with Tyler following 
close behind. "How'd it go?" Leonardo asked as they reached the 
ground . 

"Sorry guys, they got away" Donatello reported glumly. 

Tyler suddenly looked worried. "What!?" he asked in annoyance. "But 
you've got to catch them for me! They stole something really 
important from my room!" he exclaimed. 

"Who's this little dude?" Michelangelo asked, prompting a scowl from 
Tyler . 

"This is Tyler." Leonardo began to explain. "Bebop and Rocksteady 
broke into his apartment." 

"Yeah, and get this!" Raphael added, smiling. "It wasn't even the 
right apartment, and those two got so distracted reading his comics 
that they never even got around to looking for what they came 
for. " 

Donatello shook his head. "So what else is new?" he asked 
sarcastically. 

"Well they certainly had enough time to steal from me" Tyler added, 
feeling annoyed. "Let's stop talking and go after them." 

"I don't think that's possible micro-dude" Michelangelo stated. "They 
burrowed back underground in their drill module." 

"Actuallya€ 1 " Donatello chimed in, smiling, pulling a weird gadget 
from his belt. "I think my new seismic tracker could pinpoint their 
trail back to the Technodrome. And we've been looking for a chance to 
test the new Turtle Drill haven't we?" 

Raphael rolled his eyes. "What generous plot convenience that is." He 
quipped . 

Tyler smiled wide. "That's great!" he exclaimed, and began to walk 
towards the end of the alley. "Let's get going." 

Leonardo stepped forward and grabbed Tyler by the shoulder, giving 
him a stern parental look. "We can't let you come with us Tyler. 
Shredder and his goons are dangerous. You could get hurt." 

Tyler frowned. "I think I could outsmart those two jerks if I had 
to . " He said 

Michelangelo smiled and laughed. "Can't argue with that Tyler dude. 
But it would also be foot ninjas and Shredder and Krang. There's no 
way we can take a little guy like you with us." 

Tyler scowled at the four mutants. "I bet that's not what you tell 
Zack" he replied, fishing for a reaction. 


The Turtles eyes widened in surprise. Michelangelo laughed and spoke 
up first. "You know our buddy Zack?" he asked. 



Tyler made a mental note to apologize to Zack for not believing him 
the next time he saw him, and nodded. "Yeah, he's two grades ahead of 
me. We talk sometimes at school." He frowned at the Turtles. "He says 
you made him the "honorary 5th Turtle" a couple years ago and let him 
go on missions with you. And I think if you can let him be your 5th 
turtle, you could let me be the 6th or something, and come along on 
this . " 

Raphael threw up his hands. "Between Zack and Slash and Tokka I think 
we already have enough additional turtles, thank you very 
much . " 

Tyler rolled his eyes. "Alright, so don't make me a Turtle. But I'm 
still coming with you." 

Leonardo gave him another stern look. "No you're not." He said 
firmly. "I'm sorry Tyler but it's just too dangerous. You should stay 
here. We promise we'll get your property back from those goons, you 
just have to be patient alright?" He turned to the other three. 

"Let ' s go guys . " 

Leonardo and Donatello walked towards the end of the alley and began 
to pry up the manhole cover. Raphael shrugged. "I guess we didn't 
have anything else to do today." He quipped, starting to walk towards 
the others . 

"Sorry dude." Michelangelo added, putting a hand on Tyler's shoulder. 
"Don't worry though. We'll get your stuff back no sweat. Just kick 
back in your room and order a Pizza and we'll return in no time." He 
began to walk towards the manhole with the others and then looked 
back over his shoulder. "Save me a slice, ok?" he asked, 
winking . 

Tyler watched the four mutants climb down through the man hole cover, 
feeling extremely irritated. They'd let a kid like Zack tag along 
with them but not him? It wasn't fair! And, he quickly realized, he 
hadn't even gotten the chance to tell them WHAT the two mutants had 
stolen from him in the first place. What if they couldn't find the 
comic? He had to go with them, or he'd never see issue #1 of Atom Man 
ever again. And it had taken him way too long to find it in the first 
place. Tyler counted to five slowly and then ran down the alley, 
grabbing a discarded bent piece of metal from underneath the fire 
escape as he went. He jammed the end of the metal bar in one of the 
manhole slots and with an incredible amount of straining finally 
managed to pull the lid up over the lip of the hole enough to be able 
to push it aside completely. If they weren't going to let him come 
along officially, he'd just have to follow them. 


3 . Chapter 2 : The Trade 
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The Trade 

"So let me get this straight." began Shredder, his calm voice 
clashing with the seething death glare in his eyes. "We sent you two 
to Dr. Morikawa's apartment to steal his top secret fuel 
f ormulas . . . and all you bring back with you IS A STUPID COMIC BOOK!?" 



he voice rose as he screamed the last words of his accusation, 
causing his two mutant cronies to jump back in fear and grab each 
other, shaking. He growled and waved the comic he'd confiscated from 
Bebop in their faces. "Does this look like something we can use!?" he 
snarled . 

"We're really soiry boss" Bebop said, his voice trembling slightly. 
"We couldn't help it. Dose comics were just calling us." 

Rocksteady nodded head. "Yeah boss, and den da turtles showed up 
before we could start lookin again, and we had to get outta dere ! " He 
tried to smile reassuringly. "We'll go back later and get da plans 
for you, we promise. Once dose turtles are gone." 

"SILENCE!" Shredder screamed, bringing the gauntlets on his left hand 
right up close to their faces. "I don't want to hear your pathetic 
excuses. I should turn you into mutant fillets right now!" He paced 
back in forth in front of them like a caged animal. "You two can 
never get anything right ! Why do I even keep you around? I should 
have my head examined for ever thinking to rely on you." 

"Oh calm down Shredder, don't be so dramatic." burbled Krang, as he 
continued to type on the computer console behind them. "Eorget the 
fuel plans, I've come up with some more promising prospects since 
then . " 

Rocksteady looked a little annoyed. "You mean you sent us up dere for 
nuttin?" he asked indignantly. 

Shredder spun around and grabbed the mutant by his horn, pulling him 
forward roughly and glaring straight into his eyes. "Did you say 
something, you ignoramus!?" he snarled. 

Rocksteady stared in terror at the sharp gauntlet blades that were 
only a few inches from his eyes. "No boss, I'm sorry. I didn say 
nuttin!" he exclaimed quickly. 

Shredder narrowed his eyes, and then shoved Rocksteady backwards 
hard, forcing Bebop to grab his friend by the shoulder to stop his 
fall. "You two go to your room. I can't stand the sight of your faces 
anymore today!" 

"We'll call you if we need to send you out again." Krang added, still 
engrossed in his calculat ions . 

Bebop and Rocksteady sighed in relief as Bebop helped his friend 
regain his feet. Overall, that had gone better than they would have 
expected. Bebop took a small step forward, trying to look as humble 
and deferential as possible. "So, can we have da comic book back 
now?" he asked. 

Shredder spun around and cried out in inarticulate rage as he threw 
the book straight at Bebop's face, then began stalking towards the 
mutants, looking like he wanted to rip them open with his claws. 

Bebop grabbed the comic away from his eyes and he and Rocksteady 
turned on their heels and ran out of the viewing room. Shredder 
watched as they retreated and then turned back to Krang. "We really 
need to find some new help." he stated as the rage suddenly draining 
out of him, making him sound like an old man. 



"That's what you always say Shredder, but you still keep them around 
anyway." Krang added, laughing. 

"Shut up, you pink wad of chewing gum." Shredder shot back, before he 
began pacing back and forth again, letting his anger seethe as he 
began to think of what kind of punishment to hand to those 
two . 

Suddenly a loud screeching alarm began to sound over the intercoms 
and several screens around the room began flashing red. Shredder spun 
around and ran to the nearest security video monitor. "What's going 
on?" he growled, eyeing the equipment. 

Krang pushed several buttons, bringing up a status screen on the main 
portal. "Something just broke through our hull!" he exclaimed. "Check 
all the security cameras, it was in the North-east sector." he 
ordered Shredder. 

Shredder began punching buttons, cycling through the various camera 
screens, until he came across the source of the alarms. He clenched 
his fists in anger and slammed them down on the keyboard beneath the 
screen. "Those blasted Turtles are here!" He screamed. 

Krang punched a button and keyed into the camera Shredder was looking 
at. It showed a fuzzy picture of a drill nosed vehicle emerging from 
the white metal wall of the Technodrome, and the 4 turtles emerging 
from a door on the side. "Those slimy reptiles copied my Drill Module 
design!" Krang whined indignantly. "Doesn't anyone care about 
intellectual property these days?" 

Shredder turned towards the alien and glared. "Forget your stupid 
pride for a minute and tell me how they found us! Even if they can 
drill down here, they would have been searching in the dark!" 

"They must have followed the tunnel left by Bebop and Rocksteady's 
module." Krang explained. 

Shredder clenched his fists again and growled in anger. "Those 
useless idiots. Not only can they not even complete a simple 
assignment, but they lead the Turtles to us." He turned and punched 
three buttons on the console, keying in to the Foot Soldier internal 
com system. "All foot soldiers, to the 3rd level north-east quadrant 
of the Technodrome. Deal with our intruders!" he screamed into the 
microphone . 

"Should we order Rocksteady and Bebop there too?" Krang asked as he 
turned away from the computer screen. 

"No, leave those bubble heads in their room, they've caused enough 
trouble today." Shredder turned and stalked off towards the door. 
"I'll oversee this issue myself. And..." he began, clenching his fist 
again, feeling the rage rise up inside him. "When this is all over 
those two chowder brains are going to wash and wax the entire 
Technodrome, inside AND out!" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>"Well, that went surprisingly well." stated Donatello as the 4 
turtles exited the cylindrical shell of the new Turtle Drill that was 
now sticking through the white metal wall. "I thought I might have 



been off on some of the calibrations on the seismic tracker, but it 
looks like we made it just fine!"<p> 


Raphael looked around and made a face. "I'd say you were definitely 
off. We didn't come in at the hangers like we should have, since we 
were supposed to be following Bebop and Rocksteady's 
tunnel . " 

Donatello smiled and shrugged. "Hey, close enough. At least we're 
here. Not bad for the first test drive, I'd say" 

"Yeah" Michelangelo added, slapping his companion on the shell while 
he gestured towards the turtle drill. "And with this new baby we can 
finally go on the offensive and bring the fight to old-shred head 
whenever we need to." 

"We're not here for a big fight Michelangelo" Leonardo chastised. 
"We're just here to get back Tyler's stuff. We can come back some 
other time for the big showdown when we're more fully 
prepared . " 

"Yeah yeah, fearless leader." Raphael began, putting his arm around 
Leonardo's shoulder. "We know. But we could always do a little extra 
damage while we look for the bozo twins couldn't we?" 

Leonardo sighed. "Fine. You can smash anything that looks important, 
if we pass by while looking for Bebop and Rocksteady." 

"Yes!" Raphael exclaimed, high-fiving Michelangelo. 

An alarm suddenly began to sound through the corridor, and red 
blinking lights flashed from the corners of the corridor ceiling. 
Leonardo unsheathed his swords. "Sounds like they know we're here. 
Let's get going." 

"So what exactly are we looking for anyway?" Michelangelo asked as 
they began to walk down the corridor. 

Leonardo suddenly stopped short, causing Donatello to run into his 
back. Leonardo turned around, a look of surprise on his face. "You 
know... I never asked!" He said. 

Raphael scowled. "Great, so we came all this way into villain central 
and we don't even know what we're supposed to find?" he exclaimed, 
slapping his forehead with his hand. 

"You're looking for a limited edition issue #1 Atom Man comic" said a 
voice from behind them. All four turtles spun around, weapons in 
hand. As they caught sight of what was behind them, their eyes grew 
wide with shock, and their mouths dropped open. Tyler was standing 
behind them, leaning against the door frame of the turtle drill with 
a mischievous smile on his face. "Hi guys." he said as he 
waved . 

Michelangelo was the first to speak. "Micro-dude, what are you doing 
down here?" he asked. 

Tyler smirked. "After you four ditched me, I followed you into the 
sewers and stowed away in the back of this..." he looked back at the 
vehicle, narrowing his eyes "...weird thing. I didn't get to tell you 



what you needed to find and I knew you'd need my help." 

Donatello starred at the kid skeptically. "You mean to say that you 
shadowed us all the way back to our lair and snuck onto the Turtle 
Drill without any of us seeing you?" 

"Yep" said Tyler, smiling widely. "It was simple." 

Michelangelo laughed good-naturedly. "Maybe we -should- recruit this 
little dude. Seems like he's got some moves." he commented. 

Raphael sighed and smacked his forehead with his hand. "Master 
Splinter is going to kill us when he hears about this. Some ninjas we 


Leonardo looked sternly at the boy. "You shouldn't have come here 
Tyler. It's very dangerous. We can't concentrate on fighting and 
recovering your stuff from Bebop and Rocksteady if we have to protect 
you too . " 

Tyler scowled. "You don't have to protect me. I can handle 
myself . " 

Leonardo shook his head. "You might think that Tyler, but you're just 
a kid. These are ruthless villains we're dealing with. The four of us 
have had years of martial arts training and experience. You haven't." 
He walked over to the kid and put a hand on his shoulder. "Please, 
just wait in the Turtle Drill were its safe and leave the searching 
and fighting to us." 

Tyler frowned again, but finally decided to give in. At least he'd be 
able to tell them what to look for now. "Ok ok, you win. I'll wait 
here." he said, crossing his arms and looking annoyed. 

"Finally, he listens to reason!" Raphael exclaimed. 

Leonardo smiled and patted Tyler on the shoulder. "Thanks Tyler. We 
promise we won't let you down. So. . .what was it you just said we were 
looking for?" 

"Those two mutant lunkheads stole my super rare limited edition issue 
#1 Atom Man comic." Tyler explained. "It's very valuable and very 
important to me, so please get it back in one piece." he asked. He 
looked at the Turtles, expecting them to nod their heads, and begin 
looking. But the four turtles were just standing there, staring at 
him with the most peculiar looks on their faces. "What are you 
waiting for?" Tyler asked with impatience. "I promised I'd wait in 
the drill like a good boy, so aren't you going to go look?" 

Raphael stepped forward, glaring, and poked his finger right at the 
center of Tyler's chest. "You mean we got all geared up and came down 
here just so we could get back a COMIC BOOK!?" he 
yelled . 

"Mondo-disappoint ing" groaned Michelangelo. 

Donatello shrugged his shoulders. "Honestly, is this any sillier than 
the stuff we usually have to put up with?" 


"Personally I'd say yes." Raphael said with annoyance. 



Leonardo sighed and put up his katana. "Ok everyone, back on the 
bus." he commented, pointing towards the Turtle Drill. 


"What!?" cried Tyler indignantly. "You promised you'd get my stuff 
back, we can't leave now!" 

"I'm sorry Tyler." Leonardo explained, shaking his head. "But I can't 
put anyone at risk just to go after a comic book, valuable or 
not . " 

"I don't think you realize just how valuable." Tyler stated, 
glaring . 

"It doesn't matter, it still isn't worth putting you or anyone else 
in danger for." Leonardo said. "The way you were acting before, we 
thought they must have taken something REALLY important, not just a 
comic . " 

"But it IS really important to me!" Tyler responded. 

Raphael shook his head. "Kid, learn a little perspective, why don't 
you? It's just a comic book." Tyler clenched his fists and glared at 
the turtle. 

"I'll get us powered up and ready to leave." Donatello said, entering 
the cockpit of the Drill. 

Tyler stared back at the three remaining turtles. "I thought you guys 
were supposed to be the heroes." he stated angrily. He could feel 
tears about to come to his eyes. "You promised you'd get back what 
those two mutants stole!" 

Michelangelo knelt down next to Tyler and put a sympathetic hand on 
his shoulder. "Hey, it's alright little dude. I understand how you 
feel; it can be a real bummer to lose something you care about. But 
it's never worth your life." He smiled, trying to cheer the boy up. 
"I'm sorry we couldn't help get it back after all. Tell you what; 

I'll buy you whatever comic book you want when we get back to the 
surface. Heck I'll buy you several. And we can order pizza and hang 
out. It will be fun!" 

Tyler was still mad and upset about the loss of his comic, but he had 
to admit that Michelangelo's idea sounded ok. It would at least take 
his mind off things for a little while, until he could begin the 
arduous task of tracking down another copy of Atom Man #1, if there 
was another copy. "Alright, that's fine." he said, nodding his head 
reluctantly. Michelangelo grinned and held up his hand for a high 
five, which Tyler only gave him half-heartedly. The boy and the three 
turtles turned to re-enter the drill pod and leave the Technodrome, 
but at it was that very moment that the world suddenly decided to go 
crazy . 

A barrage of laser fire issued down the corridor, smashing into the 
drill bit on the front of the vehicle, bouncing off the floors and 
leaving scorch marks on every white metal surface, and sending the 
Turtles and boy diving for cover behind the machine. A swarm of 
purple clad foot ninja robots came charging down the corridor, laser 
rifles blasting. Behind them came another wave of ninjas brandishing 
katanas and other deadly looking sharp objects. The rifle toting foot 



ninjas stopped and set up a line of fire, pinning the turtles down as 
the rest of the foot ninja began to advance through the lasers 
towards the vehicle. "Now what, Leonardo?" Raphael asked angrily. 

"How are we going to get into the Turtle Drill with those guys 
blocking our way?" 

A laser bolt fired from one of the Foot soldiers struck a patch of 
important looking boxes on the top of the Drill, causing a small 
explosion. "Urn... guys, we've got a problem." Yelled Donatello from 
inside the cockpit . "Those Foot just blew up our sonar navigation 
system. We won't be able to find our way back to the surface properly 
without it . " 

"Oh great! Now we're going to be stuck here forever!" shouted 
Raphael . 

"Can you fix it!?" called back Leonardo 

"Working on it as we speak." shouted Donatello. "But it's going to 
take a while, and all that laser fire isn't going to 
help . " 

Michelangelo pulled out his nunchuks and began spinning them. "Guess 
that means it's up to us to keep the gear heads busy." he shouted 
excitedly . 

"Tyler, you stay here. And is soon as the laser fire dies down, you 
get in the Turtle Drill where it's safe." said Leonardo. He pulled 
his katanas from their sheaths and crouched down. "You guys ready?" 
he asked, turning to the other turtles. 

Michelangelo nodded and Raphael grinned. "I was born ready!" he 
exclaimed . 

"Then let's do it!" yelled Leonardo, leaping up on top of the Turtle 
drill, followed by the other two. "Go green machine!" The three of 
them yelled together, charging across the top of the vehicle and 
leaping forward towards the incoming Foot soldiers. 

Tyler peaked around the corner and watched the three turtles begin to 
tear through the robots like tin-foil. It suddenly occurred to him 
that this was his chance . If those four weren't going to get his 
comic book back for him, he'd have to do it himself. Besides, the 
smart one probably wouldn't be done fixing their ride home for a 
little while longer. He'd have plenty of time to track down those two 
petty thieves and take back what was his. Tyler smiled to himself as 
he slowly sidled along the wall towards the opposite end of the 
hallway. As soon as he reached an intersection he turned and took off 
running. Now where would those two creeps be hanging out? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Rocksteady and Bebop slowly plodded down the stark white 
Technodrome corridor, heading back to their room. Bebop was in fairly 
ok spirits, as he thumbed through their new comic book, trying to 
find where he left off, but Rocksteady felt completely down in the 
dumps. They'd failed another mission AGAIN, and this time it hadn't 
even been because the Turtles had out fought or out-smarted them. 
They'd just plain screwed up, big time. Who knew what horrible 
punishment Shredder was going to assign them now! It made Rocksteady 



almost sick thinking about it. Would the two of them ever get 
anything right? Rocksteady turned his head and glared at his friend, 
whose nose was buried in the comic. Why wasn't he worried about this? 
"Why don't you just put dat stupid ting down? We've already gotten in 
enough trouble today because of comics. What if da boss is watchin on 
the cameras?" Rocksteady asked with annoyance . <p> 

"He said he didn' want to see our faces no more today." Bebop 
responded simply, shrugging his shoulders. "So he probably isn't. And 
this comic is really good, you've got to read it next." He 
added . 

Rocksteady shook his head. "Dis whole day just goes to show dat 
nothin good comes from readin." He growled. "We're really gonna be in 
for it later. How much cleanin duty you tink da boss is gonna force 
us ta do dis time?" 

Bebop closed the comic and stuck it in his back pocket again. He 
walked up close to Rocksteady and put his arm around the mutant's 
shoulder. "Hey, cheer up buddy." He said grinning. "It aint so bad. 

Da boss will calm down eventually. He always does. We'll do beddar 
next time . " 

"We never do beddar next time." Rocksteady responded glumly, looking 
down at the ground as they walked. "What if he fires us?" he asked, 
his thoughts returning to the dream he'd had that morning. A dream 
that was suddenly starting to seem potentially prophetic. 

In the background an alarm began to blare, and red lights started 
flashing softly through the corridor, but neither mutant noticed. 
Bebop shrugged his shoulders and scratched his mowhawk. "Could be. 
He's fired us before. But he always hires us back later. Even after 
dat time we tried to join da Alien Shreddah a few months back." He 
said, smiling at the memory. 

"Only because we accidently zapped him." Rocksteady added. 

Bebop shrugged again. "Who cares why, he just did." He reached up and 
raised his purple sunglasses, looking at his friend eye to eye. "Do 
you want him to fire us for real?" he asked seriously. 

"No!" Rocksteady exclaimed, shaking his head. "Then we'd be right 
back where we started! Back on the streets. And who would hire us 
den, since we aint even human no more?" 

Bebop studied his friend closely as they walked. He looked a little 
shaken, a little scared even. Bebop scratched his head again, 
wondering what could have spooked Rocksteady that much. It couldn't 
just be a chewing out by the boss could it? Then it dawned on him. 
"You had dat dream again dis morning, didn't you?" he asked 
sympathetically. "Dat ' s why you're all worried." 

Rocksteady was surprised that Bebop had seen through him so easily. 
But then, it really wasn't that strange at all, when he thought about 
it. The two of them had been close for so long. Rocksteady slowly 
nodded his head. "Yeah, dat same memory. Us, in the alley, dat night 
it rained. After da Purple Dragons kicked us out for screwing up da 
drugstore robbery." 


Bebop nodded soberly. "Yeah, I remember. Dat Hun guy was really mean 



to US. It was a tough week." He smiled again, squeezing Rocksteady's 
shoulder and kind of shaking him playfully. "But dat ' s in da past, 
buddy. It aint got nuttin to do with today. Da boss will calm down, 
and give us anodder chance in a few days, and everting will be 
alright, like it always is." He walked ahead of Rocksteady and then 
turned his head, grinning over his shoulder, showing his teeth. "You 
gots to stay positive. Like me." He added, pointing his thumb towards 
himself . 

Rocksteady cracked a smile. "I guess you're right. I probably am just 
worryin over nuttin'." He said. 

"No probably about it." Bebop replied. "And of course I'm right." He 
added, flashing a thumbs up sign. "Now let's get back to the room, 
relax a little, and play some video games. Dat should take yoir mind 
off it." 

Rocksteady smiled wider. Sometimes he envied his friend's ability to 
stay positive all the time. Stuff like this never seemed to bother 
Bebop the way it did him. But he always knew what to say to make 
Rocksteady feel better. "Yeah, dat sounds nice." Rocksteady said as 
he jogged forward to fall in step beside his friend. They continued 
down the corridor, walking at a good clip, engrossed in small talk. 
Shredder's chastisement fading into the background. Neither one of 
them took notice of the small twelve year old boy who spotted them 
from around a corner, and began to silently stalk after them. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Three minutes later the mutants reached their room. Bebop punched 
in the simple three digit unlocking code and the door slid open with 
a mechanical whir. "I'll get the system set up." Rocksteady said as 
he shut the door and lumbered across the room towards their beat up 
old TV and the pile of tangled wires and game pad controllers 
underneath . <p> 

"No problem" Bebop replied, as he knelt down next to their bunk beds, 
pulling the large cardboard box full of their comic books out from 
under the bottom bunk. He began thumbing through the messy piles of 
comics inside, an organization system that only he and Rocksteady 
really understood, trying to find exactly where he wanted to store 
their new comic while they played. To the right. Rocksteady dropped 
to the floor with a grunt and began to work on untangling the mess of 
cables in front of the TV, looking for the end of the AVI cables to 
plug in their game system. Engrossed in their activities as they 
were, both mutants still jumped about half a foot in surprise when 
the door behind them slid open again. 

Rocksteady and Bebop both spun around, their eyes bugging wide in 
their sockets as they spotted who was standing in the door. "Y..you!" 
Rocksteady exclaimed in shock. 

"Yes, it is I!" Tyler replied, smirking and leaning against the open 
door frame, looking like he thought he owned the place. "Surprised to 
see me?" 

Bebop took off his shades and rubbed his eyes. Nope, that didn't 
help, the kid was still there. "How did you get down here, kid?" 

Bebop asked 



"Yeah," added Rocksteady, nodding his head. "We're like a bajillion 
miles underground." 

"You some kind of mole-poisen or somethin?" Bebop asked, setting his 
shades back on his nose. 

Tyler frowned a bit and shook his head. "Don't be ridiculous. Of 
course I'm not a mole." He walked forward into the room, closing the 
door behind him, and looked at his surroundings. He took in all the 
half-eaten bags of snacks, clothes strewn all over the place, random 
games and junk piled up in various corners, two small brown beat-up 
looking recliners facing a junky looking TV. Tyler smirked again. 
"Nice place you got here." he added sarcast ically , walking around the 
room as he examined the various posters and piles of junk he 
saw . 

Rocksteady and Bebop looked at the boy, completely dumbstruck. What 
was with this kid? They were barely even processing the fact that he 
was HERE, somehow, and now he was walking around their room like 
they'd invited him in. Rocksteady glared as the kid began rummaging 
through a pile of his clothes near the bathroom. "Hey, dat ' s my stuff 
kid, stop it!" he exclaimed with annoyance, jumping to his feet and 
walking over to grab Tyler by the shoulder, pulling him away from the 
pile of clothes. "What do you think you're doing?" he asked. 

"Hey, you guys got to look through my room, it's only fair I get to 
do the same now." Tyler said matter-of-fact ly, walking past 
Rocksteady back towards the center of the room. As he passed the TV, 
something caught his eye, and he dropped to his knees in front of the 
huge pile of cables underneath. "Hey! You got a Battle Nexus II!? 
Cool!" he exclaimed, pulling the boxy video game system out of the 
tangle of wires. "I've got the other system at home, but I'm saving 
up for one of these also. I played it once at another kid's house, it 
was really great." He turned his attention to the small box of 
cartridges lying next to the TV stand and began to rummage, oohing 
and ahing over several games he found. 

Rocksteady and Bebop looked at each other, feeling at a loss. Neither 
of them knew exactly how to handle this bizarre situation. Bebop's 
mind suddenly came back to their earlier question. "Hey kid, you 
still haven't told us how you got here." 

"Hey!" Tyler suddenly exclaimed, startling the mutants. He held up a 
scratched looking video game cartridge. "Alien Slug Monsters from 
Planet X 3!? I've been dying to play this, is it any good?" he 
asked . 

"Uh . . uh . . . yeah it's pretty cool, I guess." Rocksteady answered, 
feeling completely awkward. Was this kid really trying to make small 
talk with them? 

Tyler looked up and nodded towards a poster hanging on the wall 
across the room. "Nice "Zombie Chainsaw Cheerleaders" poster by the 
way." he said, sincerely. "I really like that series. You know the 
new one just came out in theaters this week? You guys gonna see it?" 
he asked casually, as he turned back to the game box. 


"Urn, we can't exactly just go to a theater like a couple of regular 
guys, ya know." Rocksteady replied curtly. 



"We'll probably just steal a copy when it comes out on casette." 

Bebop replied. 

"Oh..." said Tyler, seeming a bit surprised. "Yeah, I guess you 
probably would." He looked around the room again, and then focused on 
the bunk bed. "Who gets the top bunk and who gets the bottom?" he 
asked curiously. "Or do you switch sometimes?" 

Bebop smiled and laughed to himself. "Rocksteady always gets da top 
bunk now. Or else he might stab me wit his horn if he sits up too 
fast . " 

"Dat only happened one time!" Rocksteady said with annoyance. 

"One was enough." Bebop replied curtly. 

Rocksteady shook his head and growled, turning his attention back to 
the boy. "Hey, kid, stop changing da subject. You didn' answer our 
question. How did ya get here!" he asked. His expression suddenly 
changed to worry, as he thought of a possibility. "You didn' stow 
away in our drill module did ya?" he asked. That would be just what 
they needed now, more reason for the boss to be mad at them. 

Tyler waved the suggestion away. "Nah. The turtles have one of their 
own now. I got a ride down here with them. We followed your module 
trail with Donatello's new device." 

Rocksteady and Bebop both looked at each other, fear dawning in their 
eyes. Uh oh, this was really bad! Rocksteady felt his heart begin 
pounding against his chest. "You mean da turtles are here now? In da 
Technodrome?" he asked Tyler, panic stricken. 

"Yeah, they're a few corridors down." Tyler explained. "I left them 
fighting some foot ninja." 

"Da boss is gonna to kill us!" Bebop exclaimed, all his earlier 
optimism draining away. 

"What are we gonna do. Bebop!?" Rocksteady asked. 

"Guess we'll have ta go find those dweebs and kick their butts." 

Bebop replied, pounding his fists together eagerly. 

"But what about dis kid?" Rocksteady asked, gesturing towards the 
boy . 

"I have a name you know." Tyler responded, not looking up from his 
examination of the game cartridges. "It's Tyler." 

Bebop shrugged. "Let's just tie him up and leave him here. We got to 
hurry and find dose Toitles before the boss gets mad at us 
again . " 

Rocksteady nodded and began looking around the room for some spare 
rope or something they could use, but then Tyler stood up and turned 
to them, looking serious. "No need for that gentlemen." he began, 
trying to sound formal. "Once we take care of our business. I'll be 
out of your hair." 

The two mutants looked at Tyler like he was nuts. "Business? What are 



you talkin about" Bebop asked. 


"Yeah." said Rocksteady. "We don't have time ta fool around with you, 
kid, we're in enough trouble already." 

"Well then let's get this over with quickly." Tyler responded. His 
expression hardened and he stuck his hand out. "Give me back my Atom 
Man comic, and you'll never have to see me again." he declared 
firmly . 

Rocksteady threw up his hands in exasperation. "You're still on about 
dat?!" He walked up to Tyler and poked him in the chest with his 
index finger. "When are ya goin to get it through your head dat you 
aint getting it back?" 

"Never." Tyler shot back defiantly. "That's why I came down here to 
begin with, and I'm not leaving until you fork it over. 

Bebop smirked and shook his head. "I can't believe the Toitles would 
come down here just for a stupid comic." 

"A very important comic." Tyler declared with annoyance. "It's what I 
keep telling everyone, but no one seems to get it." 

"A comics a comic, kid." Bebop replied. 

Tyler smiled. "Ha! If that's how you feel then you should have no 
problem just giving it back." he stated, looking like he'd just won a 
debate . 

Bebop snorted. "No way. We ' s got a reputation to uphold." 

Rocksteady nodded in agreement. "Yeah, we stole it fair and square, 
and we don't give nuttin back." 

Tyler looked disappointed and annoyed at the mutant's refusal to bow 
to his logic. "Fine. If you won't hand it over I'll just have to find 
it and take it myself." He said, turning around and making a beeline 
for the box containing the mutants' comics. "You guys go fight the 
turtles or whatever, if you're so worried about them." 

Bebop snorted and cracked his knuckles, feeling more irritated by the 
second. "You're really starting to get on our noives you little 
joik." he declared. 

Rocksteady nodded and began flexing his own fists. "Yeah. We don't 
normally fight kids, but maybe we'll make an exception dis time." 
Tyler ignored the threats and continued to rummage through the box. 

He began to pull out comics from the top of the stacks and toss them 
aside. Rocksteady let out a yelp of annoyance and stomped across the 
room. "Hey, quit it kid! You're getting dem all out of order!" he 
exclaimed, dropping to his knees and gathering several of the comics 
strewn to the side. 

"These are in order?" Tyler asked curiously, stopping to examine a 
stack of 5 issues. "Your organization doesn't follow any pattern I 
can see." he noted simply before tossing the stack aside. 

Rocksteady growled and dove for the discarded comics. "You are really 
askin for a poundin kid" he snarled as he pulled the comics together 



in a haphazard pile and turned back to Tyler. "And it makes sense to 
us" he added, almost sounding hurt. 


"We'll I guess if it works for you." Tyler said, shrugging his 
shoulders . 

Bebop walked over and dropped to his knees as well, grabbing another 
pile of discarded comics. "Show a little respect for udder people's 
stuff will ya?" he asked with annoyance, shuffling the comics into 
the order they were supposed to be in. 

Tyler looked over his shoulder with annoyance. "Yeah, like how you 
did for me?" he asked pointedly. 

"Hey, we weren't throwin your comics all over da place like dis!" 
Rocksteady said. 

"Yeah, we just took some off ta shelf ta read" Bebop added. 

"And steal" Tyler finished. He pulled another three comics off the 
top of the pile and then spotted what he was looking for. "Aha!" he 
exclaimed, grabbing his Atom Man off the top, and knocking the stack 
askew, exposing the comics at the very bottom of the box. Tyler's 
eyes swept across the titles as he lifted up his comic. And then 
fixed on something ... something .. . Tyler's eyes widened. 

Rocksteady clenched his fists and ground his teeth in anger. He felt 
so mad he wouldn't have been surprised if steam came out of his ears, 
like in the Saturday morning cartoons. He'd never met any kid in his 
life with this much nerve. Coming into their room, poking through all 
their stuff, making a mess of their carefully sorted comics? 
Rocksteady felt like he was on the verge of just throwing hesitation 
out and ringing the kid's scrawny neck. He slammed his pile of comics 
down next to Bebop's and moved towards the kid, preparing to grab 
him. But in that moment the kid froze stiff, staring down at 
something he'd just spotted in the box. Rocksteady could see the look 
on the kid's face go from surprise to pent-up nostalgia to sudden 
ecstatic joy, in only a few instants, and the change took him by such 
surprise that he stopped cold, his hands inches from the back of 
Tyler's collar. Curiosity quickly got the better of him, and instead 
of grabbing the kid. Rocksteady looked over his shoulder, trying to 
see what had caught the boy's attention so thoroughly. 

Tyler set the Atom Man comic down next to the box and reached inside, 
pulling out an old, worn, beat up looking issue that had been near 
the very bottom of the container. It was a copy of Bugman issue #25, 
"The Rise of ElectroZapper " . Tyler held it up in front of him like it 
was the Holy Grail. "You've got Bugman issue #25?" he asked, his 
voice filled with awe. 

"Urn, yeah." Rocksteady said, feeling baffled again. Why was the kid 
acting like it was such a big deal? "We got a bunch of Bugman 
comics . " 

"Don't really read em much anymore dough." Bebop added. "Kinda lost 
interest. Dat ' s why dere on da bottom now." 

Rocksteady nodded, shuddering a bit. The two of them had once been 
just as much into Bugman as they were with any of the other comics 
they loved. But that was before the time Shredder and Krang got the 



bright idea of using mutagen to make an army of giant insects. Things 
had not gone well, to say the least, and now both mutants found any 
kind of "giant bug" stories gave them the serious willies. It also 
didn't help that they knew a guy personally who had gotten stuck as a 
giant fly, and he'd tried to kill them on multiple occasions. Bugman 
just wasn't fun anymore after those kinds of experiences. Rocksteady 
looked at the cover, a shot of the titular hero flying down to battle 
his arch nemesis Electrozapper , and felt the unpleasant tingle of 
revulsion and unease creep up his spine again. "I thought we was 
gonna get rid of dose?" he asked Bebop. 

"Just haven't gotten around to it yet." Bebop replied, shrugging. 

A light suddenly went on in Tyler's eyes. He spun around and leaned 
forward towards Rocksteady, causing the mutant to jump back an inch 
in surprise. "You mean you don't want this comic anymore?" he asked 
forcefully . 

Rocksteady nodded nervously and scooted back another inch. This kid 
was kind of creeping him out. "Yeah, like we said, we kinda lost 
interest in dat series." 

Tyler grinned widely, which just served to unsettle Rocksteady more. 
His eyes almost seemed to sparkle with excitement. "Then trade me!" 

He declared enthusiastically. 

"WHAT!?" Rocksteady exclaimed shaking his head in confusion. He must 
have heard wrong. "What do you mean "trade you"? You mean you 
actually want dat old issue?" 

"It can't even be worth dat much." Bebop added, looking equally 
confused. "It's not a fancy collector's edition or nuttin. Not like 
dat Atom Man issue yous so woiked up about." 

Tyler smiled, looking a bit wistful. "Yeah, I know. But this 
particular comic has sentimental value. My dad gave it to me for my 
7th birthday. It was the last present I got from him before..." He 
hesitated, his eyes betraying deep pain and sadness that took even 
the two mutants by surprise. The boy shook his head and wiped his 
eyes. "Anyway..." he continued "That stupid Kenny Noland ripped it up 
in front of me a few months later when he stole it from me at school. 
I'm always on the lookout for another copy whenever I go to the comic 
book stores, but I haven't had any luck." The look of excitement 
returned to his eyes. "That is, until now! So..." He looked at the 
two mutants again with expectancy. "Like I said, trade with me! My 
Atom Man #1 for your Bugman #25!" 

Rocksteady felt like his head was spinning. This kid just didn't make 
any sense. First he chases them down demanding his stolen comic back, 
and trashes their stuff, and now he was asking them to trade with him 
like... like what? Like... they were his friends? What was wrong with 
this kid? Didn't he understand who they were? If they wanted 
something they just took it, they never paid or traded for anything. 
Rocksteady looked at Bebop with pleading eyes, hoping his friend 
might have a response to this incomprehensible situation, but Bebop 
just raised his shades and scratched his head, his eyes showing 
Rocksteady what he had already feared; the other mutant was just as 
much at a loss as he was. 


Tyler took the two's continued silence and confused stares as a sign 



of dissatisfaction with the trade terms. He slung the backpack he was 
carrying off his shoulder and unzipped the top flap. "Listen, I'll 
even throw in my new issue of the Amazing Spore AND Mutagen Man #4 on 
top of the Atom Man comic." he said, pulling the two comics out and 
setting them in a pile. "That's three comics in trade for your one 
Bugman, that's a great deal guys." He finished. 

Bebop crossed his arms and seemed to be actually thinking about it. 
"You know kid, we could just steal dose other comics too. Why should 
we trade?" he asked. 

"Come on, don't be like that!" Tyler exclaimed, shaking his head. 

"The deal is beneficial to all of us. You guys get three new comics 
in exchange for just one comic you already admitted you don't even 
want anymore. And I get one comic that I really really want in 
exchange for three comics that I don't value as much. It's win-win." 
He gave the mutants a somewhat sardonic look. "What's the point of 
stealing just for the sake of stealing, if you're better off another 
way? You know you two don't always have to be in "evil minion" mode." 
he finished and then smiled. "And I told you before, it's Tyler, not 
kid. " 

Rocksteady stood up and paced around the room, rubbing his temples. 
This kid was starting to give him a headache. Now he was offering 
them more comics, just for one lousy issue of some old series? And 
the way he kept talking to them. . . Tyler and Bebop both watched 
Rocksteady pace, confusion and concern playing over their faces. 
Rocksteady stopped walking and stood still, looking like he was 
thinking hard. Finally the mutant turned around and looked at the 
kid, confusion and even hurt playing across his face. "W...why would 
you want to trade with us?" He stammered out, his voice giving away 
the true weight of the question that he felt. 

Tyler looked at him sideways. "Well... why not?" he asked. "I have a 
comic you want, and you have one that I want. Trading is just what 
you do." he finished, shrugging, as if it made all the sense in the 
world . 

"But..." Bebop began, looking at Tyler with a bit of a pained 
expression. "We're da bad guys..." 

"Dat ' s right." Rocksteady said feeling angry again. He stomped back 
over and crouched down, starring at the kid seriously. "We aint 
you're school chums, or some guys ya met in da comic store. We're 
mutants. We work for the Shreddah." 

Tyler shrugged again. "So? What does that have to do with it?" He 
asked simply. 

"So I... So I... You think dis is just a joke or sometin? Stop messing 
with our heads!" Rocksteady shouted back, taking even Bebop by 
surprise . 

Tyler slid back a little in surprise at Rocksteady's outburst, but 
after a moment he frowned and returned the mutant's stare. "It's not 
a joke. Why would you think that?" He threw up his hands and looked 
exasperated. "I just want to trade. Why are you acting like that's so 
weird? It's really not." 


Rocksteady stared at the kid, feeling totally floored. He opened his 



mouth to say something, but couldn't get anything out. No coherent 
thoughts seemed to be forming; he seriously couldn't react to this 
turn of events. He sat down hard, still staring at the kid. 

Tyler frowned in curiosity. The rhino looked like he was about to 
have a stroke or something. "Is he alright?" he asked Bebop. 

Bebop took his shades off and looked at his friend's seemingly 
shell-shocked state. To be honest, he was feeling almost the same 
way. He turned his gaze back to Tyler, giving voice to the issue that 
was hanging over the scene. "Kid, we just aint used ta anyone treatin 
us like dat . . . " he paused, looking at his friend again. 

"Like what?" Tyler asked curiously. 

"You know... like we're normal." Bebop finished. 

"Oh..." Tyler said. He looked at the two mutants for several seconds 
and it started to dawn on him just a bit. He felt his face start to 
flush with embarrassment. "I guess I should have realized that. Makes 
sense. I... I don't really have many friends either. Most of the other 
kids at school pick on me or just avoid me." He paused for a moment, 
and then smiled again. "But you two seem pretty normal to me. When 
you're not in "AARG! TURTLES!" mode." He glanced around the room 
again. "You guys like comics and movies and video games, just like 
lots of people I know." He shrugged. "Seems to me like you could be 
fun to hang out with, at least when you're "off the 
clock" . " 

Rocksteady looked up at the kid, his face a mix of anger, 
disappointment, and mistrust. "You don't really mean that." he 
growled softly. "Quit acting like we're you friends or sometin. Cause 
we ' re not . " 

"We'll why couldn't we be?" Tyler asked. "There's no rule against it. 
I don't care if you're mutants or if you work for a super villain. I 
mean, as long as you don't keep stealing from me or try to beat me up 
or something, I think we could hang out or whatever." 

Tyler picked up the three comics and held them out towards Rocksteady 
and Bebop. "And to show you I'm serious, let's make this deal 
official and final already." he said earnestly. Rocksteady stared at 
the comics and then at Bebop, feeling like he still couldn't believe 
what was happening. Tyler smiled again, and held them out farther. 
"Come on. No jokes, no tricks. Just three guys who like comics 
trading a few issues between them. Totally legit, didn't even have to 
steal them or anything." 

Rocksteady looked at Bebop again. His friend smiled slightly and 
shrugged, before reaching out and putting a hand on one corner of the 
offered comics. Rocksteady looked back at the boy, feeling his own 
mix of emotions. Was he really telling the truth? Did he really 
actually want to be their friend? After a moment. Rocksteady finally, 
hesitantly, reached out and took the other corner of the offered 
comics . 

"Great!" Tyler said. He let go of his end, leaving the comics with 
Rocksteady and Bebop and then picked up Bugman #25 from the floor, 
stuffing it in his backpack and zipping up the flap. "There, we've 
traded, and..." He extended his left hand towards Rocksteady. "A 



handshake seals the deal" he said, smiling. 


Rocksteady looked at the kid's hand with apprehension, and then 
slowly reached out with his own left hand and shook Tyler's, and a 
smile broke out on his face. "Tanks, I guess." he said. 

After a moment Tyler let go of the Rhino's hand and turned to Bebop. 
"Pleasure doing business with you." he said as he reached 
forward . 

Bebop reached forward and shook Tyler's hand without hesitation. 
"You're one weird kid." he said, smiling honestly, as he put his 
shades back on. "But dat ' s kinda cool." 

"Well, I guess I better get going." Tyler said, standing up and 
shouldering his backpack. "If the turtles are done fighting those 
robots, they're probably wondering where I am by now. If they have to 
come looking for me there will probably be more trouble." He looked 
at the two mutants and smiled. "Thanks for the trade. We really 
should hang out together sometime. Go to the arcade, get some grub, 
maybe catch a movie." 

"I don't know bout that." Bebop said as he climbed to his feet. "We 
don't really go up to the soiface much unless it's for a mission. We 
kind of draw a lot of attention." 

Tyler shrugged again. "As long as you're not doing anything 
threatening or carrying around a bunch of weapons, it would probably 
be fine. Who cares if some people stare at you? I bet it would be 
better than just sitting around here on your free time." he said, 
gesturing to their messy room. 

"Yeah, probably" Bebop replied, scratching his head. 

Tyler pulled a piece of paper and a pencil out of the side pocket of 
his backpack. "Do you guys have a number or any way I could contact 
you?" he asked. "If we are going to do this sometime, we'd need to be 
able to contact each other to set up and everything. 

"Uh, yeah actually." Bebop said, and then gave him the number that 
keyed into their corn-link devices. 

Rocksteady continued to stay quiet, listening as the kid and Bebop 
bantered back in forth. Part of him still felt confused and 
reluctant, unwilling to really accept this situation. Was all this 
really happening? The kid asking for their number suddenly seemed to 
snap him out of his thoughts. He climbed to his feet and looked at 
the boy, half-bewildered and amazed. "Kid... You... you really do want 
to be our friend? To hang out and stuff?" he asked. 

"I'd say we already are friends." Tyler said cheerfully. "We just had 
our first comic trade after all." He suddenly reached up and patted 
the mutant on the upper arm once. "See ya later dude. You really 
should learn to relax more. You seem a litt le . . . high strung." he 
added playfully. He then turned and walked towards the door. As he 
hit the button to the left of the frame, causing the metal door to 
slide open, he turned and looked back over his shoulder. "And the 
people who know me call me Tyler, alright. Enough with the kid 
business." he finished. 



Rocksteady smiled despite himself and chuckled a little. 

"Ok ... Tyler . " he finally said. 

Tyler smiled and gave the mutants a thumbs up as he exited the room 
and headed down the hallway to the left. As the two mutants watched 
him go. Bebop suddenly laughed to himself and slapped Rocksteady on 
the shoulder in amusement. "You know, dat kid...er, Tyler, is right. 
You really do need ta loosen up, buddy." he spoke playfully. "A 
coupla times you looked like you was gonna pop a blood vessel or 
somethin . " 

Rocksteady sighed and sat down on Bebop's bunk. "I... just had a hard 
time believing him, is all." he said. "No one's treated us like we 
was human since.. I don't know when." 

Bebop walked over and sat down next to his friend. For a long time 
neither of them said anything, just starred ahead. "Yeah, I 
understand how ya felt." Bebop finally spoke. 

"It... was kinda nice." Rocksteady added, smiling slightly. Bebop 
nodded and smiled back. "You tink we'll really see him again?" 
Rocksteady asked. 

Bebop shrugged. "Who knows. It's possible." then he sighed. "But 
probably not . " 

Rocksteady cracked a small smile. "Now who's being the 
downer? " 

Bebop smiled again, "Yeah, got me dere." 

Rocksteady looked down at the three comic books that were still in 
his hand. "So... you wanna read our new comics den?" he asked. 

"Sure. Let me finish Atom Man, you can read one of da udder ones." 
Bebop replied. 

Rocksteady handed Atom Man to Bebop and begin to look at the other 
two, trying to decide which one to read, when suddenly they're 
communicators squawked. "Uh-oh, dat can't be good." Rocksteady said 
and he grabbed the purple handheld video screen from his belt. He hit 
the receive button and the screen was instantly filled with the angry 
face of Shredder. 

"Bebop, Rocksteady, get your lazy butts to the north-east third floor 
corridor now. We have a situation!" Shredder screamed 
angrily . 

"Right away Boss!" Bebop replied, and Rocksteady keyed off the 
communicator screen and absent mindedly stuffed the new comics into 
his back pocket. The two mutants jumped to their feet and looked at 
each other, a brief moment of worry passing between them. Then they 
turned and ran out the door. And as they hustled down the hallway, a 
new thought occurred to Rocksteady, completely foreign to anything 
he'd ever thought before during his time working for the Shredder. He 
hoped Tyler and Turtles would escape before they got there. 


4. Chapter 3: Escape 
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Escape 

Tyler rounded the corner and looked down the hallway. It looked like 
the battle was still raging. Severed and crushed robot parts littered 
the ground around the Turtle Drill, but there were still maybe half a 
dozen purple robots left, blasting away or attacking with their ninja 
weapons. And Shredder had joined the fight as well, Tyler could see 
him crossing swords with Leonardo, right in the thick of the action. 
Tyler sighed; so much for this being easy. And if Shredder was 
fighting now, it probably wouldn't be long before he called in Bebop 
and Rocksteady to help. In fact the call could have already gone out. 
Tyler really hoped the two mutants wouldn't show up; it would only 
cause more complicat ions . 

Tyler spotted Donatello fighting along with the other three turtles. 
"Guess the repairs must be complete." the boy commented out loud to 
himself as he snuck back along the corridor. He was hoping it might 
be possible for him to slip back into the vehicle while everyone was 
still occupied with fighting, that maybe no one would have even 
noticed he was gone. But no such luck. 

Michelangelo was the first to spot him. "Tyler dude, where have you 
been!" he called, as he smashed another foot soldier with his chuks . 
"You had us worried sick when Donatello told us you weren't in the 
Drill . " 

"What, he's back?" Raphael asked, stabbing his current robot opponent 
and glancing over his shoulder. He spotted the boy and scowled. "Kid, 
you might be one of the biggest trouble makers we've ever seen." he 
called angrily, jumping back from the sword of another foot 
soldier . 

"Tyler!?" Leonardo called, looking over his shoulder to spot the boy, 
as he continued to hold off Shredder's blade. "Why did you run off! 
Shredder's had us pinned down here this whole time. What if you'd 
been hurt or captured?" He asked as he dodged under a slash from 
Shredder's sword. 

Tyler smiled with embarrassment and rubbed his head. "Sorry, it took 
me a little longer than I thought to get things worked out, but it's 
all good . " 

Michelangelo stared over at the boy in surprise. "You mean you 
actually got your comic back from those two muscle-heads?" 

"Not exactly." Tyler responded. "But it's cool. We can go now." 

"Oh, thank you for granting us your permission" Raphael shot back 
sarcastically. 

"Tyler, we told you to stay in the Turtle Drill!" Leonardo shot back 
angrily, straining against Shredder's sword. "We're going to have to 
have a serious talk when we all get back to the surface." 

"I second that idea!" Donatello shouted with annoyance, tripping 
several foot ninjas with a sweep of his Bo. "I had the Drill repaired 
10 minutes ago. We could have been out of here if you hadn't 
disappeared . " 



"Ok, ok, I said I was sorry!" Tyler shot back. Man, even the smart 
one was getting on his case now. 


"Don't take that tone with us young man!" Raphael shot back angrily. 
"We've just about had it with you!" 

"Just get on the drill Tyler." Leonardo called. He looked over his 
other shoulder. "Donatello, get us powered up as quickly as 
possible." he called, before dodging under a slash from Shredder's 
sword . 

"Losing your focus turtle?" Shredder taunted, slashing again, forcing 
Leonardo back against the side of the drill. He turned his head and 
glared across the corridor at Tyler. "Recruiting more children into 
your ranks, wretched reptile?" he sneered. 

Leonardo smiled confidently. "It's a long story, tin-face. But I 
think we'll have to tell it another time!" Pushing against Shredder's 
sword and bracing his shell against the Drill, Leonardo quickly 
raised both feet and kicked Shredder hard in the stomach. Shredder 
let out an "oomph" of pain, his eyes opening wide in surprise, as he 
flew across the corridor and smashed into the last two remaining foot 
bots. The tyrant and his soldiers crashed against the far wall and 
fell in a tangled heap. 

"Ok, let's get out of here!" shouted Leonardo. Michelangelo and 
Raphael both headed for the open door to the Drill, Donatello was 
already inside, and Tyler could hear the engines beginning to power 
up. Just then, several laser blasts flew over his head, causing him 
to instinctively duck, and struck the side of the drill near the 
turtles, stopping their retreat. Everyone turned in the direction of 
the blasts. 

"Uh-oh, here comes the Calvary" Michelangelo groaned as he caught 
sight of the approaching trouble. 

Tyler's face fell in disappointment and worry as he looked down the 
hallway to see Rocksteady and Bebop charging towards them, laser 
pistols drawn. _"Great. Things officially just got complicated . He 
thought to himself. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Rocksteady and Bebop rounded the last corner and caught sight of 
the North-east 3rd floor corridor where Shredder had ordered them. A 
giant yellow and green cylindrical vehicle, somewhat similar to the 
Technodrome's own drill modules, was sticking out of a large hole in 
the metal wall of the corridor, and Tyler and three of the turtles 
were heading towards the open door. Rocksteady instantly spotted 
Shredder to the left side, trying to untangle himself from a pile of 
smashed foot soldier parts. The mutant felt a surprising pang of 
disappointment at seeing the Turtles and the kid still here, but 
quickly pushed it back. They had a job to do . <p> 

He looked over to Bebop as they ran and gave him a short nod, which 
the other mutant returned. They pulled their laser pistols and began 
firing, both of them intentionally aiming higher than normal to 
insure they didn't hit the kid by accident . "Say your prayers. 
Turtles!" Rocksteady cried, using one of his favorite stock battle 



cries. The Turtles dove behind some random destroyed machinery, but 
the kid was too far away from the door to the vehicle or any useful 
cover and instead crouched to the ground in a ball, covering his 
head. "_Don't just sit dere kid, run or sometin"_ Rocksteady thought 
to himself. The two mutants pulled up a few feet away from the boy 
and continued firing exclusively in the direction of the turtles. 
"_Come on kid, get goin' " _Rocksteady urged silently, keeping one 
eye on the turtles and one eye on the kid, who wasn't budging. 

To their left. Shredder finally managed to get untangled from the 
destroyed foot bots and climb to his feet. He surveyed the 
battlefield with growing anger, and then spotted the boy. 

"Rocksteady, Bebop, grab that child!" he bellowed. 

Tyler heard Shredder's command and instantly uncurled from his 
defensive position. Looking back over his shoulder, he locked eyes 
with Rocksteady, and the mutant saw the real fear there for the first 
time. The boy turned and ran for the open vehicle door, still trying 
to keep his head down to avoid any fire. 

For a brief split second. Rocksteady hesitated. But an order was an 
order. His usual instincts kicked in and he charged, clearing the 
space between himself in the kid in only a few seconds. He grabbed 
the collar of Tyler's t-shirt and pulled him back, throwing his right 
arm around the kid's neck in a deadlock. But... he managed to hold 
back most of his strength, grabbing Tyler and holding him with only a 
fraction of the force he would have normally used on someone else. 
Even that much mutant strength was still too much for Tyler to 
overcome though; the boy struggled and pulled against Rocksteady's 
arm but didn't manage to budge the mutant even an inch. 

Shredder laughed evilly and walked across the room to stand behind 
his two mutants. "Good work you two... for once. You arrived just in 
the nick of time." He turned towards the Turtles, who glared at him 
out of cover. "Come out you miserable Turtles, or your little friend 
here is in for a world of hurt." he threatened nastily. 

The Turtles glared daggers at Shredder as they stepped out of cover. 
"Don't you dare hurt him you fiends." Leonardo growled seriously. 

"I don't think you're in a position to be making threats anymore, 
turtle" Shredder replied. "The one in the drill too. I want all four 
of you where I can see you!" he continued, nodding towards the Turtle 
Drill . 

Donatello exited the drill, holding his hands in the air and joined 
his three comrades. Shredder laughed again. "This is too easy. Now I 
want all of you to set your weapons down on the ground and step 
back." He said, and then motioned towards Rocksteady with his head. 
"Don't try anything funny, or I'll order Rocksteady to do something 
unpleasant to your friend." 

"I knew this kid was going to get us in trouble." Raphael complained 
as he started to reach for his Sals. 

"You'll never get away with this dude!" Michelangelo replied. 

"I already have Turtle." Shredder gloated. "Now hurry up and do as I 
say ! " 



"You heard the man, we have no choice." Leonardo said sadly, reaching 
for the hilts of his swords. 

In that moment Rocksteady experienced, for perhaps the first time in 
his employment with the Shredder, an intense crisis of uncertainty. 

If the Turtles refused to put down their weapons. Shredder was going 
to order him and Bebop to hurt the kid, and Rocksteady realized, to 
his own surprise, that that was an order he didn't -want- to carry 
out. But of course the Turtles were the self-proclaimed "heroes" of 
this show, there was no way they wouldn't surrender if it meant 
protecting someone. But even if the Turtles DID put their weapons 
down, even if Shredder was finally able to defeat their enemies here, 
once and for all, he might still order him and Bebop to "get rid of" 
Tyler after it was all over. There just didn't seem to be any way out 
of this that the mutant could see. He glanced out of the corner of 
his right eye at Bebop. From the side he could see Bebop's eyes 
behind his shades, reflecting the same anxiety and worry that he was 
feeling too. 

Rocksteady decided at that moment to try something drastic, something 
he'd never have thought of doing before today. Praying silently that 
Bebop would play along. Rocksteady leaned his head down slightly and 
whispered in Tyler's ear. "As soon as da Turtles put dere weapons on 
da ground, stomp on my foot as hard as you can and run." he said as 
quietly as possible. "Make it look real." he requested. 

Tyler stopped struggling for a split second, a tiny smile playing 
across his face. He nodded his head a fraction and then resumed 
pulling. Rocksteady glanced to his right again at Bebop, hoping his 
friend was willing to back him up. Bebop kept his face forward but 
turned his eyes behind his shades to look at Rocksteady. The corner 
of his mouth twitched up in a brief smile and he gave a tiny nod. 
Rocksteady smiled inwardly and felt gratitude welling up inside him. 
Bebop was in. 

In front of them, the four turtles pulled out their weapons and began 
to slowly lower them to the ground. "Come on you wretched reptiles, I 
don't have all day." growled Shredder. 

Tyler and the mutants watched the Turtles lower their weapons to the 
ground, almost holding their breath. As soon as the weapons touched 
the ground, Tyler suddenly shouted dramatically. "Let go of me, horn 
head!" he cried with enthusiasm as he raised his sneaker and brought 
it down hard on Rocksteady's booted foot. 

In that second. Rocksteady regretted telling Tyler to "make it look 
real." Dang, the kid could stomp HARD! Rocksteady let out a yelp of 
real pain, instantly letting go of Tyler and dropping his laser 
pistol. Tyler charged forward towards the vehicle as Rocksteady 
grabbed his throbbing foot with both hands and started jumping up and 
down on his other foot. He almost immediately lost his balance and 
fell backwards right into Bebop, who stumbled back and smashed into 
Shredder, sending all three of them crashing into the wall behind 
them. The three collapsed in a tangled heap of limbs at the base of 
wall, completely dazed. 

"Wow, seeing that made coming down here almost worth it ! " Raphael 
said, smiling as he picked up his weapons. 


"Come on, let's get out of here guys!" Leonardo exclaimed. 



"Don't have to tell us twice." Donatello replied, picking up his Bo 
and booking it towards the drill. 

"Yeah, I've definitely had enough of this place for one episode!" 
Michelangelo added, running to join the others. When he noticed 
Raphael wasn't behind him, he turned and looked back. "Hey what are 
doing, Raphael, we've got to get out of here!" he called back to his 
comrade . 

"Might as well finish what we came for." Raphael said, as he 
approached the dazed Rocksteady and Bebop. Rocksteady was un-tangling 
himself from Bebop as the turtle came up from behind. Raphael kicked 
the mutant on the seat of the pants, knocking him down onto his 
friend, and then knelt down and grabbed the comics sticking out of 
the Rhino's back pocket. "We'll be taking these back now, chumps. 
Don't let us catch you stealing from kids again." He stated, before 
turning running back towards the Drill. 

"Hey!" Rocksteady cried indignantly, struggling to his feet. He ran 
towards the turtle's vehicle and reached it just as the door slammed 
shut in front of him. Rocksteady felt a mix of emotions welling up in 
his chest; anger, disappointment, and even maybe ... betrayal ? Tears 
suddenly welled up at the corners of his yellow eyes. "Give dose back 
ya stupid turtle! Da kid said it was fair and square!" he cried out, 
pounding his fist on the door. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Raphael entered the passenger compartment of the Turtle Drill and 
tossed the three comic books nonchalantly onto Tyler's lap as he took 
a seat across from him. "Here are your dumb comics by the way." he 
said with annoyance. "I expect a big thank you, after all this 
trouble you put us through". <p> 

Michelangelo starred at the comics in the boy's lap. "I thought you 
said you got them back? And wasn't it just one comic originally?" He 
asked curiously. 

Tyler stared at the comics with disbelief, and then looked up at 
Raphael with anger in his eyes. "What are you doing, why did you 
steal these from them?" he asked. 

The three turtles looked at Tyler, eyes widening in shock. Raphael 
ground his teeth in anger and fixed the boy with a penetrating stare. 
"What are you talking about! Didn't we come down here in the first 
place to get your stupid comic back? I thought that was what you 
wanted!?" he screamed, his face starting to turn red. 

"I can't take these back now though." Tyler replied indignantly. 

"That would make me a welcher! I shook hands and everything." 

"What are you talking about!" Raphael shot back. 

"Whoa, simmer down dude." Michelangelo said, putting his hand on 
Raphael's arm. "Watch the temper." 


"Raphael's right though. I thought you wanted your comic back 
Tyler?" Leonardo said, looking at the boy with confusion. 



Tyler nodded. "Yeah, I did. But then I ended up trading my comic and 
those other two for one of Bebop and Rocksteady's comics instead." he 
explained, pulling Bugman #25 from his backpack. "This comic to be 
exact . " 

The three turtles stared at Tyler as if he had just grown a second 
head. " You ... did ... WHAT !? " Raphael exclaimed, bringing his hands up 
to his face and staring through his fingers with an expression of 
utter disbelief in his eyes. 

"I traded comics with Bebop and Rocksteady." Tyler explained again. 

He held up the three comics Raphael had grabbed. "These don't belong 
to me anymore. They belong to the mutants, fair and square. I can't 
take them back." 

With that, Tyler stood up and strolled to the door. The Turtles 
watched him, completely dumbfounded, unable to say anything or move 
as Tyler hit the release button and opened the vehicle door. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Rocksteady jumped back as the door suddenly slid open. Behind him 
Bebop climbed to his feet and walked up to join his friend. Tyler 
stood in the door, with three of the Turtles behind him, looking out 
with confusion (and annoyance in the case of the Red one) on their 
faces . <p> 

Tyler saw the disappointed look on Rocksteady's face and felt a pang 
of guilt, and then anger at Raphael. "Sorry, I didn't get to tell the 
Turtles ahead of time about our deal. They didn't know." Tyler 
explained, nodding over his shoulder at Raphael. He tossed the comics 
to Rocksteady. "These are yours. Enjoy them." 

Rocksteady caught the comics, and then looked at the kid with 
surprise. A feeling of unexpected warmth grew in his chest, and he 
involuntarily smiled. He reached up and wiped one of his eyes with 
his left hand. Tyler smiled back and began to turn around to leave, 
and then looked over his shoulder. "Sorry about the horn head bit 
earlier too. I'll see you later, we'll figure out when we can hang, 
ok?" he said. Behind him, the three turtles eyes bulged in their 
sockets, and Raphael made a kind of half-strangling, gagging noise in 
his throat. Tyler rolled his eyes and smiled. "Gotta go. I think I 
just gave Raphael an aneurysm." he said sarcast ically . "I seem to 
keep having that effect on people today." 

The door to the Turtle Drill slid shut, and a few moments later the 
machine backed out of the hole in the wall and disappeared, heading 
back to the surface. The two mutants watched the vehicle leave in 
silence. Behind them. Shredder finally shook off his daze and 
regained his feet. He glared at the empty corridor and giant hole in 
the wall and then turned his fury on his mutant minions. "You 
incompetent fools!" he screamed, startling the two mutants. "Even 
children can outsmart you!" 

"Sorry boss." Rocksteady replied, turning around and hiding the 
comics behind his back. 


"You two get some foot soldiers together and start repairing that 
wall immediately!" Shredder screamed. "And when you're done with 
that, you're going to clean the Technodrome's septic system. And 



you're not going to bed until it's done!" He shrieked, before turning 
and stomping off with a swish of his cape. 


"Ok boss, you got it..." Bebop called, as he turned to Rocksteady. 
They both looked at each other and turned a little green. Cleaning 
the septic tanks was the absolute worst job they could be assigned, 
they both hated it . 

"Ah man. I knew we was gonna get it." Rocksteady sighed. 

"Yeah. We'll probably be pukin all night after we're done" Bebop 
added. After a moment, he put his hand on Rocksteady's shoulder and 
smiled. "But hey, it really ain't dat bad." 

Rocksteady pulled the three comics from behind his back and looked at 
them, thinking of Tyler. "Yeah, your right, pal." he said, smiling, 
patting Bebop's shoulder as well. All things considered, it had been 
a surprisingly good day after 


5. Chapter 4: Being Normal 


-4- 

Being Normal 

Rocksteady stood near the mouth of the alleyway, in a patch of shade 
cast by a nearby fire escape platform, and watched the men and woman 
walking up and down the sidewalk outside. Normal, 100% genetically 
human people, going about their day to day lives, on their way to or 
from work or school, carrying out errands, or just going wherever. 
Normal people out on a normal Friday afternoon. Not like him. 
Rocksteady couldn't even believe he was standing here. What were they 
thinking, coming out here like this? Going out in public when they 
weren't on a mission? Someone, a cop or maybe one of those darn 
turtles, was going to see them and then there would be trouble. 
Rocksteady shuffled his feet impatiently and took another glance at 
the beat up watch on his left wrist. Tyler was late. 

Rocksteady let out an animal growl and kicked some trash back down 
the alleyway. "I knew dis was a mistake." He said angrily. 

Bebop stood a few feet away, casually leaning against the brick wall 
of the opposite side of the alley, feet crossed in front of him, 
looking extremely cool and collected in contrast to his nervous 
friend. "Chill out Rocksteady, he's only a few minutes late. 
Everyting's cool" he stated calmly. 

Rocksteady didn't feel convinced. "We shouldn't even be here" he 
stated. "We're gonna get in so much trouble." 

Bebop smiled. "How we gonna be in any trouble? Da boss and Krang 
don't care what we do when we aint on a mission for em." 

Rocksteady frowned. "What if we run into a cop who recognizes us or 
somethin? " 

"Who cares?" Bebop asked, shrugging his shoulders. "We can take on 
any puny humans who try ta mess wit us. But dey ' d probably be too 
scared to try witout lots of back-up." 



Rocksteady looked back to the sidewalk beyond the alley, once again 
staring at all the people walking by. He felt nervous cramps in the 
pit of his stomach and took a deep breath, trying to steady his 
himself. "Everyone's gonna freak out when dey see us just walkin down 
the street like we're normal people." 

Bebop frowned and looked at his friend more closely. So he was 
getting hung up on that again. "I don't think so. Some people might, 
but da city is used ta mutants by now. Dey 'll probably just 
stare . " 

Rocksteady frowned at that. "Don't tink I want a bunch of people 
starin at me all day." He replied grumpily. 

"You neva had a problem comin up here before, when we was on 
missions." Bebop observed. "We even got take-out at dat Chinese place 
dat one time, and no one gave us any trouble." 

Rocksteady sighed and hung his head. "I know, but dat ' s different. 
Being on a mission, we was always just tinkin about following da 
boss' orders, and nuttin else." He looked back towards the street 
again. "Now we aint got a mission or orders to follow. We're 
just . . . here . " 

"Well, if you want you could tink of our mission as having fun. To 
just get out and do normal stuff, like we used to before." Bebop 
replied, smiling. After a moment he walked across the alley and put 
his hand on Rocksteady's shoulder. "Don't obsess about it so much, 
pal. If ting's get crazy or we run into trouble, we'll deal wit it. 
But probably nuttin will happen, so just relax and let's enjoy 
ourselves . " 

Rocksteady sighed and nodded. "Yeah, you're probably right. I'll 
try." He responded. Bebop patted him on the shoulder and returned to 
his place by the opposite wall. Rocksteady glanced at his watch 
again, still feeling apprehensive, and then began watching the people 
again . 

They'd both been pretty surprised when they'd actually gotten a 
message from Tyler on their communicators about a week after the 
crazy incident when they'd met the kid. Rocksteady in particular 
hadn't really believed they'd ever hear from the boy again; a part of 
him still couldn't really buy that some normal human kid would 
actually want to hang out with them, but he had been wrong on that 
count; Tyler had called them up and asked if they wanted to hang out 
at the arcade near his apartment sometime. About a week and a half 
after that things worked out that the two of them had an entire half 
a day off with no chores or missions from Shredder (though they could 
still be called in at any time) and that morning the two mutants had 
set up to meet with Tyler, after his school let out, in the alley 
only a few blocks from the arcade. Well at least Bebop had set it up. 
Rocksteady at first insisted it would be a bad idea, and it took a 
lot of convincing from his friend to get the mutant rhino even this 
far. And now the kid was late. Rocksteady felt the tightness in his 
chest growing stronger. A million scenarios for how this day could go 
wrong kept flashing through his mind at rapid fire speed. They were 
being such idiots! Why did Bebop think something like this could 
work? They couldn't try to be normal! They weren't normal! This was 
going to be a disaster! And the kid probably wasn't even going to 



show up ! 


Rocksteady glanced at his watch again for what felt like the 
millionth time, growling under his breath. Enough was enough, this 
experiment was over. He turned back to Bebop scowling and pointed 
down the alley. "C'mon, Let's get outta here. Da kid aint comin. Dis 
was a big misa€l" 

"Hey guys!" a voice called down the alleyway, cutting Rocksteady's 
protest off in midsentence. The two mutants turned and saw Tyler 
running down the other end of the alley towards them, panting and 
covered in sweat . 

Bebop smirked at Rocksteady and then grinned, waving at the kid. 
Rocksteady's eyes opened wide in surprise and he smiled as well, 
despite himself. "_I'll be darned. He's here after all" _the mutant 
thought to himself. 

Tyler reached them and then bent over his knees, gasping to catch his 
breath. "You ok, Tyler?" Bebop asked with some concern. 

Tyler stood up and nodded, wiping his forehead with one sleeve. 

"Yeah, was just running all out. Sorry I'm late, had to take the long 
way around the school building to avoid Kenny and his gang." He 
explained. He opened the side pocket of his backpack and pulled out a 
half-full bottle of water. He popped the cap and took a long deep 
swig. "That's better. Want any?" he asked, holding the bottle out 
towards the mutants. 

Rocksteady felt caught off guard once again. This kid was really 
something. "Nah, I'm good" he said, holding up his hand. Bebop shook 
his head as well. 

Tyler nodded and screwed the cap back on, returning the bottle to his 
backpack. "So now that I'm finally here." He began, zipping up the 
pocket of the pack. "Are you guys ready to have your butts kicked by 
the arcade king?" he asked, smiling widely. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Rocksteady rolled the joystick a half turn and hit the two middle 
buttons, executing another perfect spinning kick special attack 
against his half-beaten opponent. As his digital enemy bounced across 
the screen with a satisfying crash. Rocksteady smiled and finally 
acknowledged what had slowly been creeping up on him this past half 
hour; he was actually having fun! More fun than he could remember 
having in a very long time. Being out in the fresh air, playing brand 
new state-of-the-art games that wouldn't be available on home systems 
for months, it was an experience Rocksteady hadn't had in almost a 
decade. Bebop had been right all along, this wasn't such a bad idea 
after all. Sure, when they first arrived at the arcade a couple of 
smaller kids scurried out upon catching sight of the two large 
mutants, but most of the patrons, preteens and teenagers fresh off a 
long week of school, didn't give them more than a second glance, 
especially as the mutants appeared to be there to simply play games 
just like everyone else. The manager had looked a bit worried upon 
spotting them for the first time, but as he observed that the mutants 
weren't really disturbing his customers or causing trouble, he 
resolved to simply keep an eye on them as he would any other customer 
who looked potentially disruptive, though he did stay near the phone 



behind the prize counter at the back of the establishmenta€ 1 just in 
case . <p> 


Tyler had immediately challenged the mutants to Deadly Conquest 3, 
the newest 1 on 1 fighting game in the popular though controversial 
series, and right away proved that he wasn't just boasting about his 
"arcade king" statement. Despite their ample amounts of experience 
with video games, after thirty minutes of battles Bebop and 
Rocksteady were both only managing to just barely keep up with the 
number of wins Tyler had against them. The three of them kept 
fighting, the loser switching off with whoever was waiting, until 
they eventually ran out of quarters, with Rocksteady the current 
victor. Tyler and Bebop went together to the back of the building to 
get more quarters, leaving Rocksteady to battle the computer until 
they got back. Or at least so he thoughtaC 1 

"Ah man!" the kid next to him yelled in frustration, as Rocksteady 
delivered a flying high kick to his enemies' head, finishing off the 
last smidge of his health bar., and earning himself another victory. 
"And that was my last quarter too." He added with annoyance. 

"You almost had me for a minute dere, kid. Betta luck next time." 
Rocksteady replied, grinning from the high of his latest win. 

"Yeah, yeah." The kid replied, shrugging. "I gotta go now. See you 
around Rhino guy." He said, turning to head out to the 
street . 

"Uh..ok!" Rocksteady replied, smiling wider to himself as he watched 
the boy walk away, before turning his attention back to the game. 
Never in a million years had he thought any other kid in the arcade 
besides Tyler would want to actually challenge him to a game like 
that. The kid hadn't seemed afraid or creeped out by him at all, he'd 
just walked right up, stuck his quarter in the machine, and joined 
the match, just as if his opponent wasn't a six foot tall talking 
Rhino. Rocksteady let out a happy sigh and felt himself fully relax 
and let his former worries go. He'd have to apologize later to Bebop 
for being such a worry wart earlier. Thinking of which. Rocksteady 
quickly leaned to the left and took a peek past the game machine, 
trying to spot Bebop and Tyler at the back of the building. They were 
taking a while with those quarters. Rocksteady kept one eye on the 
game, his hands and fingers still moving deftly across the controls, 
as he continued to search for his friends among the crowd of kids. If 
his attention hadn't been so divided, he might have sensed the 
presence approaching him quickly from behind. 

"Alright, what trouble are you up to this time!" stated a serious 
voice from right behind the mutant. 

Suddenly the sharp gleaming point of a katana blade appeared over 
Rocksteady's shoulder, only half a foot from the rhino's right eye. 
"WAAAAUGH!" Rocksteady yelped, his heart nearly leaping out of his 
chest. He spun around quickly, pressing himself back against the game 
cabinet, nearly tipping it over, and laid eyes on the figure behind 
him . 

A turtle was standing behind Rocksteady, his sword drawn and pointed 
at the mutant's head. It was the blue-masked turtle, the one 
Rocksteady thought sounded like a younger, wimpier version of 
himself, and he was staring at Rocksteady with a serious and stern 



look on his face. The other three turtles stood a few feet back 
behind him; they're weapons were not drawn but matching looks of 
suspicion were plastered on their faces. All four of them were 
wearing large brown trench coats, buttoned up to the neck and tied in 
front with a sash, and large brown wide-brimmed fedora hats. 

Obviously a disguise, though anyone could easily tell they weren't 
human just by seeing their faces. 

Rocksteady tried to catch his breath and felt a sharp spike of anger 
at the turtles. He was just starting to relax and enjoy himself and 
now these wimps had to show up and scare him to death and ruin it. 
"Hey, what's da big idea? Ya nearly gave me a heart attack!" He 
growled angrily at them. 

"We'll be the ones asking questions" Leonardo replied, keeping his 
sword pointed towards Rocksteady. 

"And you better answer quick, horn breath. We're not in the best of 
moods" groused Raphael, crossing his arms and glaring at the 
mutant . 

"Is Shredder thinking of expanding into the arcade business or 
something?" Michelangelo asked, smiling with his usual good humor. 
"Didn't think tin-grin was the type." 

Rocksteady glared at the Turtles. "I aint up to nuttin. I was just 
playing a game." He peaked over his shoulder just in time to see his 
unmanned character taken out by the computer opponent, sending the 
program into the game-over countdown. Rocksteady clenched his fists 
and felt his anger increasing. "And you just made me lose my 
quarter!" He responded through clenched teeth. 

Donatello gave the mutant a sarcastic sideways look. "Since when are 
you ever not up to something?" he asked skeptically. 

"Hey, we can have a day off if'n we want to!" Rocksteady shot 
back . 

"A day off? That's a good one dude." Michelangelo replied. 

"We? So Bebop is here too, of course." Leonardo commented. "And where 
is your partner in crime?" he asked, glancing around Rocksteady back 
into the building. 

"I bet he's in the back, smashing the change machine or something." 
Raphael added. 

"He is not! We aren't doing nuttin, seriously! Why do you green 
freaks always havta get in the way of everyting!" Rocksteady yelled 
back . 

"Hey, it's our job, we're the heroes of this here show." Raphael 
explained . 

Leonardo narrowed his eyes and brandished his katana threateningly. 
"You better hurry up and tell us what you're *really* doing here, or 
we're going to have to force it out of you" he 
threatened . 


Rocksteady growled angrily and reached under the back of his t-shirt 



pulling a laser pistol from the secret holster he had attached to his 
belt. "I told ya I'm not up to nuttin. But if it's a fight you want, 
then I'll gladly give it to ya." he spoke menacingly, pointing the 
pistol at his opponents. The other three turtles immediately pulled 
their weapons and went into defensive postures. "I'm gonna crack dose 
shells of yours wide open." Rocksteady said menacingly, tightening 
his finger on the trigger. 

"What's going on here?" a young voice called out from behind the 
group. Five heads turned to see Tyler and Bebop approaching from out 
of the crowd of kids who were starting to gather to watch the 
confrontation. 

"Tyler!?" the four turtles exclaimed at once, looking at the boy with 
shocked expressions on their face. 

"Hey, its da Toitles!" Bebop exclaimed, dropping the bag of quarters 
he was carrying and reaching for his own concealed laser pistol. He 
ran past Tyler to join his friend, glaring at the enemy gathered 
before them. "What are you shell heads doin here?" 

"We've been trying to find out the same thing from your friend." 
Donatello replied, leveling his Bo-staff at the two mutants. 

"But it looks like he wants to rumble instead." Michelangelo added, 
raising his chuks . 

Raphael looked between the mutants and Tyler. "So I guess you ended 
up kidnapping that kid after all, you creeps? A good thing we came 
along when we did." 

Tyler looked up from where he was bending over to pick up the dropped 
bag of quarters. "Urn excuse me, what?!" he asked with annoyance, 
narrowing his eyes at the Turtles. 

"Get ready guys." Leonardo said, crouching and raising his swords. 
"Let's take these two out and save the kid." 

Rocksteady and Bebop looked at each other and nodded. "You Toitles 
are really startin to bug us. It's time to say your prayers!" Bebop 
said with menace, raising his gun. 

"We ' s finally gonna finish you off once and for all, right here, 
right now." Rocksteady added. 

Tyler rolled his eyes and sighed in exasperation. "Hey, hey, enough! 
Stop it!" He yelled, running out to stand in-between the two parties. 
Both the Turtles and the mutants stepped back in surprise, averting 
their weapons as Tyler stepped between them. "You're all acting like 
idiots." he added. 

"Hey kid, what are doing!?" Raphael exclaimed in 
exasperation . 

"Tyler step aside, you're going to get hurt." Leonardo said, 
motioning with his head for the boy to move. 

Tyler ignored the Turtles and gave Bebop and Rocksteady a stern 
disappointed look. "I told you guys no fighting didn't I? You're 
going to get us kicked out of here or something." He looked at their 



drawn laser pistols with annoyance. "And you both promised you 
weren't going to bring any weapons." 

Bebop and Rocksteady looked at their guns and then back to the boy. A 
blush of embarrassment came to Rocksteady's cheeks and he lowered the 
gun to his side, looking sheepish. "Yeah... I guess we did." he 
replied, sounding embarrassed. The turtles just stared, they're eyes 
growing wide. 

"Come on Tyler, we had ta bring somethin to protect ourselves with." 
Bebop said defensively. "Who knows what we might run into. Ya neva 
know . " 

"You're giant mutants with super strength" Tyler replied, not letting 
up with his stern stare. "You don't have to worry about most threats. 
If anyone caught you with those things we'd be in huge trouble. Come 
on guys, put them away" he pleaded. 

"Alright, alright" Bebop replied, tucking the pistol back into its 
holster . 

"And no fighting." Tyler added. 

Rocksteady reluctantly returned his weapon to its holster, but kept 
his eyes trained on the enemy. "Ok, no fighting." he said, glaring at 
the Turtles. "But dey started it!" he added sulkily, crossing his 
arms . 

"No, you started it, when you joined the side of evil" Leonardo shot 
back, and the other Turtles nodded behind him 

Tyler turned around and focused his stern look of annoyance towards 
the turtles. "And youaC 1 " he began, crossing his arms. "Is this a 
usual thing for you guys, harassing innocent people who aren't doing 
anything wrong?" he asked. 

The turtles stared at Tyler as if he were nuts. "Innocent!?" Raphael 
responded back, "Have you even MET those two?" 

"Those two are about as close to being innocent as I am to going on a 
date with April." Donatello said sarcast ically . 

Tyler smirked back at them. "Did you actually see Rocksteady doing 
anything illegal?" he asked pointedly. 

"Well, no..." Leonardo began, looking confused. This conversation 
wasn't going like it should. 

"Then what are you doing bothering us!?" Tyler shot 
back . 

"Micro-dude, those two are bad news". Michelangelo began, looking at 
the mutants angrily. "They're always up to something." 

Tyler crossed his arms again and glared. "Well they aren't up to 
anything this time. We're just hanging out. Like normal people. And 
that ' s it . " 


The turtles looked extremely confused and exasperated. Rocksteady and 
Bebop looked at each other with surprise and both began to smile. 



After all these years they were seeing the Turtles put in their place 
and by a twelve year old kid no less! Rocksteady crossed his arms and 
smirked. "Yeah, just like I told ya wimps. I wasn't doin nuttin, just 
playing a stinkin video game. Dat aint no crime!" 

"Dis is our day off. We can spend it howevers we want" Bebop 
added . 

"Since when do villains have days off?" Raphael asked. 

Leonardo glared skeptically. "What are you creeps playing at? We know 
that the Shredder never rests. His evil is always active, ready to 
bring new pain and misery to this city." 

"Down boy! Your dramatic hero bit is ramping up a little." Raphael 
added jokingly, putting a hand on Leonardo's shoulder. 

Bebop smiled and raised his hand. "Uh, actually da boss totally does 
rest. He likes meditatin and stuff for da whole day every 2nd 
Wednesday and Saturday." 

"I think he probably just takes a nap most of da time dough." 
Rocksteady added. 

"Old shred-head is starting to feel the years is he?" asked 
Michelangelo with humor. 

"Hey hey hey!" Leonardo suddenly exclaimed, raising his hands in 
exasperation. "We're totally getting off topic here!" He turned his 
attention to Tyler, his face showing genuine worry and concern. "No 
matter what they've said to you Tyler, you can't trust these two. 
They're dangerous. Being around them is a bad idea, especially for 
someone like you." 

"Yeah, they're probably just waiting for the chance to ransom you for 
money, or brainwash you into joining the Foot or something." Raphael 
said . 

Rocksteady suddenly felt a surprising twinge of real hurt in his 
chest. He narrowed his eyes at the Turtles again. "Hey, you freaks 
don't even know us." He said. 

"We wouldn't do any of dat stuff to Tyler." Bebop added. 

"Yeah, and we're supposed to just forget all the times you did stuff 
like that in the past?" Donatello asked. 

"Yeah, dis is different." Bebop replied. 

"I fail to see how this could possibly be any different." Raphael 
replied snidely. 

Tyler looked the Turtles in the eyes. "It's because we're friends." 

He said to them as he took a step back to stand closer to the 
mutants 

"Yeah!" Rocksteady echoed, putting his hand on Tyler's left shoulder. 
"Dat ' s right. We're friends." 


"And they're aint nuttin you can do about it." Bebop replied 



grinning . 

Leonardo sighed and shook his head. "They're not your friends Tyler, 
they're just trying to use you. You can't listen to them." 

Tyler scowled. "I'm getting tired of your broken record statements, 
Leonardo. If you're going to keep hanging around and bothering us, 
we'll just have to go someplace else." He turned around and looked at 
Bebop and Rocksteady. "Come on guys, let's ditch these jerks and go 
get something to eat." 

Rocksteady grinned widely. "Yeah dat sounds great." He glanced over 
Tyler's shoulder and stuck out his tongue at the turtles. "Later, 
wimps!" he added. 

"Yeah, see you bozo's later. Da next time we meet, we're gonna paste 
you for real." Bebop said. 

"Wish I could say it was nice seeing you again, but it really wasn't 
this time." Tyler added, as he turned around. 

The four turtles watched in flabbergasted silence and the boy and his 
two mutant companions walked away. Leonardo turned to his fellow 
turtles and scratched his head in confusion. "What exactly is going 
on here!?" he asked. 

"Everyone keep a lookout for flying pigs and falling chunks of sky" 
Raphael said with worry in his voice, "The writers must have flipped 
their lids . " 

"So... do you think we should follow them?" Donatello asked. 

"Of course! We can't leave the micro-dude along with those clowns! 

Who knows what could happen." Michelangelo said. 

Leonardo nodded, as he bolstered his swords. "Michelangelo's right. 

We have to keep an eye on those two. Come on Turtles, let's haul 
shell." And with that the four mutants set off running down the 
sidewalk after the boy and Shredder's goons. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Rocksteady looked over his shoulder as he walked and growled 
under his breath. The turtles were following them. He could see them 
several yards back, walking in a small little pack with their hats 
and collars pulled around their faces, as if they were a group of 
spies. Rocksteady rolled his eyes mentally. And people thought he and 
Bebop were the dumb ones. How those shell-heads could think those 
stupid coats would fool anyone was beyond him. He turned his eyes 
forward, trying to concentrate on the ongoing conversation Tyler and 
Bebop were having and forget about their stalkers. The three of them 
rounded the corner and reached their destination; Vinnie ' s pizza. 
Rocksteady's mouth began to water as he caught sight of the sign and 
smelled the scent of cooking pizza wafting on the air. It had been 
several weeks since he and Bebop had eaten any decent surface food. 
"Oh boy! I'm starvin'' Rocksteady exclaimed happily, forgetting all 
about their pursuers as they approached the restaurant . <p> 


"Yoir always starvin, horn head." Bebop shot at him playfully as they 
approached the door. 



"Hey at least I aint a literal pig." Rocksteady shot back smiling. He 
looked through the window as they passed; eyeing the tables full of 
human patrons, and his eyes fell with worry. "Ya tink dey'll let us 
in witout callin da cops or somethin?" he asked wearily. 

Tyler waved his hand, smiling coolly. "Chill Rocksteady. Everything's 
been fine so far right? And the guys here know me; I come in all the 
time. I'll tell them you're cool." He looked at them both pointedly. 
"You will be cool right? Keep the blasters out of sight 
please . " 

"Just as long as dey don't start anyting." Rocksteady said grumpily, 
motioning over his shoulder. 

Tyler looked back and caught a glimpse of the turtle pack as they 
stopped at the corner of the street, pretending like they were 
waiting for the light. The boy rolled his eyes in annoyance and shook 
his head. "Those dorks. They're never going to give up are they? Just 
ignore them, even if they try to bother us again. Be the bigger 
mutants . " 

"But we aint da bigger mutants." Bebop replied. 

Rocksteady smiled. "Actually we kinda are now. Every since we had our 
growth spurt . " 

Bebop crossed his arms. "Ya know what I mean. It's not our style to 
just take it." He looked at Tyler with skepticism. "You want we 
should just sit dere and let dem keep botherin us?" 

"Is that really so bad?" Tyler asked. "If you fight them, we'll get 

kicked out and you won't get to enjoy any food. Probably won't be 
able to come back again. Wouldn't you rather just ignore them and get 
to enjoy the pizza instead?" The boy smiled. "Plus, think about how 

much it will drive them crazy to not be able to catch you doing 

anything wrong." he added with a sly look. 

Bebop smiled. "Yeah, I guess yoir right. Dose Toitles were acting 
pretty shocked when you told dem off at the arcade." 

Rocksteady laughed. "Yeah, I wish I'd had a camera." 

"So then are we going in to eat or are we going to stand here talking 
all day? Come on, we're blocking traffic." Tyler said, pushing the 
door open. The two mutants nodded and followed the boy into the 
restaurant . 

Many pairs of eyes around the restaurant stared in surprise as the 
boy and the two mutants entered. Rocksteady felt his nervousness 
returning, but Tyler boldly walked across the room, ignoring the 
various looks from around him, and picked out an empty booth on the 
wall next to the window. The boy plopped down in the seat facing the 
opposite wall of the establishment and motioned for the mutants to 
follow. Rocksteady opened his mouth to object to such a visible seat, 
but Bebop walked ahead of him, plopping down into the booth facing 
Tyler. Rocksteady sighed and trudged over, taking a seat next to 
Bebop . 


Erom his spot the mutant could see the door to the restaurant, so he 



easily caught sight of the four turtles as they entered. The turtles 
huddled near the door, looking around, trying not to appear like they 
were staring at the boy and his two companions, and then made their 
way across the room, taking the empty booth right behind Tyler. 
Rocksteady glared at them over Tyler's shoulder, and the purple and 
blue ones, who were on the side of the booth facing his direction, 
glared right back. A nervous looking waiter approached the trios 
table and set down three large menus before scurrying off, looking 
relieved to be away from them. Rocksteady shot the turtles one more 
grumpy look before raising his own menu in front of his face, 
blocking out the sight of them as he began to search through the list 
of pizzas . 

"Ya know, da pizza toppins here are really weird." Bebop commented, 
wrinkling his pig nose. "What is all dis stuff? Chocolate? Gumdrops? 
Asparagus? Jelly Beans? Sushi!? Who would evah order a pizza wit any 
of dat kind of stuff?!" Behind Tyler one of the Turtles coughed 
suddenly. Bebop looked over the top of his menu at Tyler. "What kinda 
crazy taste buds do ya have kid?" 

Tyler laughed and shook his head. "Yeah, I know. This place prides 
itself on offering every possible topping imaginable. But they've got 
plenty of normal style pizzas too. Just stick to the right hand side 
of the menu. 

Bebop glanced at the right hand section and grinned. "Oh yeah, yoir 
right . Tanks . " 

"I'm getting da "mountain of meat" pizza." Rocksteady said with 
enthusiasm, licking his lips. 

"Da Double Decka pepperoni pizza sounds great to me." Bebop 
replied . 

"And I think I'll have my usual. Korean Barbecue." Tyler said, and 
then cracked a smile when he saw both mutants make a face. "It's not 
that weird. It's just some veggies and barbeque pork and a spicy 
sauce. Not like any of the stuff on the other side of the 
menu . " 

Rocksteady shook his head and looked grossed out. "Still seems weird 
to me . " 

"Yeah, me too." Bebop added. 

"Well whatever. I like it." Tyler replied before standing up. "I'm 
going to the bathroom and then we'll order. Be right back" he said 
before exiting the booth. 

As soon as Tyler was gone both mutants raised their heads and glared 
with annoyance across the way at the turtles. "You wimps gonna follow 
us around all day?" asked Rocksteady in irritation. 

Leonardo returned their stares with equal power. "We'll follow you as 
long as it takes to find out what you're really up to." he shot 
back . 

"Plus it's a great excuse to grab some pizza." Michelangelo added, 
smiling over his shoulder at them. 



Bebop banged his fist on the table in anger. "Fer cryin out loud, we 
aint up to nuttin. When are ya going to get dat through yer thick 
skulls ? " 

"Probably when you get it through your thick skulls that we don't 
believe you." Raphael replied, turning around to stare at them too. 
"So you can drop the goody goody act and just spill it on what you're 
plotting . " 

Rocksteady shook his head and rubbed his brow with one hand. "Yous 
guys are givin me a headache." He looked over at his companion. "Why 
are we even botherin talkin to dem?" 

"I don't know, you tell us." Raphael said. 

Donatello shook his head in disgust and joined in. "I can't believe 
you two are ordering meat on your pizzas." he said in exasperation, 
making a face. "You guys are both mutants, you're part animal! And 
you're getting a pepperoni pizza Bebop? Isn't that like 
cannibalism? " 

Raphael turned back to his fellow turtle and gave him an "are you 
serious?" look. "This is what you want to talk about? Their choice of 
pizza topping? We've got bigger issues here!" 

"I can't help it. It grossed me out." Donatello replied. 

Bebop laughed and smirked. "I may be a mutant warthog now, but I was 
human before, and pepperoni was always my favorite topping. Dat 
hasn't changed. Nevah will." 

Rocksteady smirked as well. "Does da smart turtle have too sensitive 
a stomach?" he asked in a teasing voice. His expression changed to a 
scowl and he crossed his arms. "Only wimps and freaks eat sissy 
veggie pizzas or all those disgusting weirdo toppings." he 
added . 

"Bet deh like flies on dere pizzas" Bebop added with a laugh, and 
Rocksteady made a mock disgusted face. 

"Nah, you're thinking about our friends the Punk Frogs." Michelangelo 
said with a laugh. "They're the ones who love flies and other bugs on 
their food . " 

"And I am not sensitive." Donatello replied defensively. "It just 
doesn't make sense that you two would eat like that." He stared at 
Rocksteady. "Rhinos aren't even carnivores in the wild." he 
added . 

Leonardo sighed with annoyance. "I think we're getting a little off 
topic here. Again." He looked at his companions, who were all turned 
away from him, engaged in conversation with Shredder's mutant duo. 
"And ... nobody ' s even listening to me." 

"Hey, I don't care about any of dat science mumbo- jumbo, you dweeb. I 
eat what I like." Rocksteady shot back in annoyance. 


"Hey science is science. You can't argue with it!" Donatello 
replied . 



Raphael rolled his eyes. "What an amazing and brilliant defense that 
was, Donatello." he added sarcast ically . "I'm sure they've been moved 
to see the light after hearing that one." Donatello shot him a dirty 
look and Raphael laughed. 

Bebop smiled meanly and pinched his nose with one hand. "Hey, I'm da 
dorky poiple toitle, and I love science so much I'm gonna marry it!" 
he said in a scarily accurate imitation of Donatello's 
voice . 

Michelangelo and Raphael both burst out laughing and even Leonardo 
cracked a tiny smile. Donatello glared at his companions and then at 
Bebop. "Yeah, real clever. A five year old could have come up with it. 
And I do not sound like that!" he stated angrily. 

"Dude, except for the accent, that was perfect!" Raphael said between 
breaths . 

"Yeah, maybe you should consider quitting Shredder and going into a 
career as a voice actor!" Michelangelo added. 

Bebop smiled, looking a little pleased with himself. Rocksteady felt 
himself involuntarily smile too. Even though the turtles were their 
enemies, it kind of felt good that they had really laughed at 
something they'd done, instead of teasing them or picking a fight. 
"Hey, I can do a pretty good version of the blue one of yous guys!" 
he added, wanting to join in on the fun. 

"Really? Let's hear it!" Raphael said, looking like he was starting 
to really enjoy himself. 

"Yeah, let's hear you do fearless leader." Michelangelo added, 
giggling . 

Rocksteady opened his mouth to do his imitation when Leonardo slammed 
his hand down on the table, looking irritated. "Enough messing around 
guys! We're not here to make chitchat ! " He exclaimed, giving each of 
his companions a stern look. 

Michelangelo's eyes fell and he looked a bit ashamed. "Sorry, we were 
just having a bit of fun." he said. 

Raphael rolled his eyes and smiled playfully. "You just don't want to 
hear Rocksteady's imitation. Probably afraid he'll nail 
you . " 

"Raphael be quit!" Leonardo snapped, causing all three of his 
companions to widen their eyes in surprise. 

"Ok, sorry." Raphael said, looking a bit shameful. 

Leonardo looked around at the others, delivering them each a 
reproachful glare. "You guys are acting like we're just hanging out 
with a couple of friends. But you're forgetting..." he pointed across 
the booth at the mutant duo. "They're the enemy!" 

Rocksteady's face fell slightly. He was surprised to realize that the 
turtle's comment had actually stun, just a little. Of course it WAS 
true. The four mutants across from them were their enemies; in any 
other situation they'd be trying to kill each other. There's no way 



the six of them could ever get alone. But for a brief second he had 
started to let himself think that maybe those four dweebs weren't 
really that bad after all, that maybe they could at least call a bit 
of a "truce" just for today. But it didn't look like that would be 
the case after all. 

Leonardo glanced across his three companions again, giving them the 
best stern "I'm in charge" look he could muster. "We're here to keep 
an eye on Tyler and make sure those two don't do anything to hurt him 
or drag him into their negative influences. We are not here for a 
friendly chat, alright?" The other three turtles nodded, temporarily 
cowed by Leonardo's forcefulness. The turtle raised his head and 
fixed his intimidating eyes on the two mutants across the table. "I 
still don't know what you're playing at, or what you expect to gain 
by being around Tyler, but you better listen close." He narrowed his 
eyes at the mutant. "If you do anything to hurt him, or try to 
brainwash him or influence him to become a criminal, we are going to 
make you sorry." 

The look in Leonardo's eyes sent chills down Rocksteady's spine. He'd 
only rarely seen any of the turtles this serious before. The mutant 
sighed tiredly and put his head in his hands, looking a bit 
depressed. Repeating the same stuff was getting exhausting. "We 
really ain't gonna do nuttin to him. Honest." he stated 
warily . 

"Yeah, and we ain't tryin to get nuttin out of him." Bebop added. 
"We're just hanging out to have fun." 

Rocksteady looked down at his hands, away from the turtle's probing 
gazes, appearing almost embarrassed. "He treats us like we're normal, 
ya know?" he said quietly. 

The four turtles looked at one another, some comprehension beginning 
to dawn in their minds. They all knew what it was like to be feared 
or rejected for the way they looked too. Leonardo continued to stare 
across at the mutants, but felt a twinge of doubt growing inside him. 
Something about them seemed genuine this time. Maybe they actually 
were telling the truth. But how could he possibly know for sure? 
Leonardo shook his head, his serious expression falling away, 
replaced by uncertainty. "I don't know what to think anymore." he 
said . 

Donatello looked at his companion with disbelief. "You aren't saying 
you actually believe them now?" he asked. 

"Maybe they are telling the truth." Michelangelo said, glancing back 
at the mutants and shrugging. "They've never been any good at acting. 
I think what you see is what you get." He smiled kindly at them and 
then turned back to the other turtles. "Maybe they really do like the 
micro-dude after all." he stated. 

"Speaking of Tyler, where is he?" Raphael asked, starting to glance 
around the restaurant. "He's been gone a while, enough for a couple 
of commercial breaks. It shouldn't be taking him this long." 

"You're right, he has been gone a while." agreed Leonardo, leaning 
out of the booth and craning his neck to look past the crowded 
tables . 



The six mutants turned and began looking around the establishment. 
Michelangelo was the first to spot him. "Uh oh, looks like the 
micro-dude is in big trouble." the turtle said, worry in his 
voice . 

The remaining five mutants turned in the direction Michelangelo faced 
and spotted the boy. Tyler was standing up against the wall at the 
very back of the restaurant, near the pay phones and the hallway 
leading to the bathrooms. A group of five kids were standing in a 
semi-circle in front of him blocking his exit. As the mutants 
watched, the kid at the front of the pack, a mean looking heavyset 
kid with a mullet and a jean jacket, reached out and shoved Tyler 
back against the wall, while the surrounding children laughed 
cruelly . 

"Ah man, not cool!" Raphael stated angrily. "Those bullies are 
ganging up on him." 

"We've got to do something Leonardo." Donatello stated. 

Leonardo nodded. "You're right. Let's go show those kid's it's not 
nice to pick on others." he stated. 

All four turtles nodded and prepared to get up, but they were all 
suddenly distracted as Bebop slammed both his fists into his table 
and stood. None of them could see his eyes behind the purple shades, 
but they could tell from the set of his jaw, and the curling of his 
lips, showing bared teeth, that he was MAD. Rocksteady gritted his 
teeth too, feeling anger begin to pulse through his body. He looked 
up at Bebop and caught his eye, nodding in affirmation of his 
friend's resolve. Without saying a word Rocksteady stood up, and the 
two mutants turned and stomped across the room towards the mob of 
kids cornering Tyler, leaving the Turtles behind. 


6. Chapter 5: Hidden Depths 


-5- 

Hidden Depths 

As the mutant duo approached the kids, they became able to hear the 
conversation going on. "Thought you could get away from me by 
sneaking out the back huh you little wimp?" the mean fat kid asked 
menacingly. He was obviously the leader of this little pack of rats. 
He shoved Tyler against the wall again and the surrounding kids 
laughed as if on cue. Rocksteady glanced to his right to see Bebop 
cracking his knuckles in anger, and felt his own irritation build 
higher. These kids were in for it! 

"Lay off me Kenny, we're not in school right now. You're going to get 
us all in trouble with the owner." Tyler replied back, trying to 
stare his opponent down defiantly. 

Kenny Noland smirked and crossed his arms. "That old geezer ain't 
gonna do nothing. I own you inside the school and out, little Tyler." 
He smiled mercilessly and held out a hand. "I think you owe me some 
money. I didn't get any lunch today, and me and my friends are 
starving." The rest of Kenny's mindless cronies laughed and 
high-fived each other and Kenny shoved his open hand towards Kenny's 



face. "Pay up! Or you know what will happen." he stated. 

Tyler looked at Kenny with fear in his eyes and began to reach his 
hand towards his pocket. But then he spotted Rocksteady and Bebop 
approaching from behind Kenny's group. His eyes met the two mutants 
and a knowing smile played across the boy's face. Kenny's expression 
changed to surprise and he took a small step back from his target. 
"What are you so happy about?" he asked nervously. 

"Oh nothing." Tyler began, grinning. "I just thought I'd introduce 
you to two new friends I made recently." He nodded his head to the 
mutants behind Kenny. "I'm sure some of you guys have seen them on TV 
before . " 

Kenny and his gang slowly turned around and caught sight of the two 
mutants towering behind them. Kenny's face instantly drained of color 
and he took a step backwards, nearly running into Tyler himself. 
"Bebopa€ 1 and Rocksteadya€ 1 " the boy mumbled fearfully. The kids 
recognized the mutants all right, and they were scared stiff. 

Tyler grinned wider, and crossed his arms. "I told you guys I knew 
them, but you wouldn't believe me." 

Rocksteady smiled cruelly, enjoying the terrified reactions of the 
bullies. "Hi guys, how's it going?" he asked in a mock sincere 
voice . 

"You ain't messing with our little buddy now are you?" Bebop asked, 
rubbing his left fist with his right hand in an intimidating manner. 
"Cause dat ' s kinda what it looks like from here." he finished his 
voice full of menace. 

Kenny's eyes bugged wider in panic. He looked at his friends for 
support but found none at all. Taking another step back, his face 
suddenly broke out in a manic smile and he threw his arm haphazardly 
around Tyler's shoulder. "N..no way! Tyler and I are great friends, 
we just like to joke around sometimes." His smiled wider and glanced 
to the side at Tyler, his eyes filled with panic even as he tried to 
smile. "Ain't that right Tyler." 

Tyler looked at Kenny like he was crazy. "Urn... yeah, whatever you 
say." He commented in annoyance, pulling the bully's arm off his 
shoulder and taking a step away from the kid. 

Kenny's eyes grew even wider with panic as Tyler moved away, leaving 
him caught in the middle of the semi-circle with the mutants staring 
down at him. Rocksteady laughed to himself inside, thoroughly 
enjoying the fear he saw in the little punk's eyes. He suddenly knew 
exactly how he was going to turn things around. "Hey, did I hear 
something about Tyler buying you lunch?" he asked. "Boy, that's 
really a nice thing he does for you ain't it?" he asked 
sarcastically. 

Kenny nodded his head and began to look a little calmer. 

" Y ... yeah ... that ' s right. Tyler buys me lunch sometimes. Since I 
can't afford it myself. YeahaC 1 He ' s a great friend!" he stuttered 
out, hoping the mutants would swallow his story. 

"Sometimes?" asked Tyler with incredulity. "Try every single 
day ! " 



Rocksteady nodded his head. "Yeah, Tyler's really nice like dat . And 
since he helps ya out every day, I for one tink it's only fair dat 
maybe you do da same for him." he said, smiling like a shark. 

Bebop nodded and smiled too, catching on to Rocksteady's idea. "Yeah, 
dat ' s only fair. Why don't yous guys treat us ta lunch today! You 
know, in hona of you're good friend." 

"What?" Kenny exclaimed in surprise, and for a moment his previous 
mean self showed through again. "That's crazy!" 

Rocksteady frowned and cracked his knuckles. "Nah, what's crazy is 
you not paying back a good friend who's been so generous to ya all 
dis time." he crossed his arms and glared. "We don't take kindly ta 
that kinda attitude, if ya know what I mean." 

The look of fear returned to Kenny's face. He quickly dug into his 
pocket and pulled out a crumpled twenty dollar bill. "Here, take it!" 
he said, shoving the money towards the mutants fearfully. 

Bebop took the twenty and then smiled menacingly. "Come on kid, look 
at us!" He said, gesturing at himself and Rocksteady. "It's gonna 
take more dan dat to buy enough to fill us up." 

"Yeah!" Rocksteady added, nodding. "Da two of us could easily eat at 
least three pizzas each. Twenty ain't gonna be nearly enough." 

"And tink of how many times Tyler has helped you. Don't be stingy 
kid." Bebop said with irritation. 

The look of fear in Kenny's eyes grew and he dug back into his 
pocket. A second later he pulled out an old beat up leather wallet 
and threw it at Bebop. "Here, this is all I have, take it! Just don't 
hurt us!" he pleaded pitifully. 

Bebop caught the wallet and grinned. "Hey, tanks kid!" 

"Now, I want to see you punks beat feet!" Rocksteady growled angrily, 
taking a step towards the group. Kenny and his posse yelped in panic 
and ran, scattering across the restaurant in several different 
directions as they weaved around tables and patrons, heading for the 
exit. Rocksteady turned and cupped his hand near his snout. "And if 
we evah catch you botherin Tyler again you're gonna wish you'd nevah 
been born!" he shouted after them. Every patron and server in the 
restaurant now had their eyes glued to the commotion, and as the 
bully and his friends exited the restaurant. Rocksteady and Bebop 
heard a smattering of applause and even a few cheers from the crowd 
around them. Rocksteady slowly broke out into a grin as a warm 
feeling spread through his chest. For some reason the acknowledgement 
of the people around him made him feel great. They'd actually done 
something right this time! 

The four Turtles continued to stare at the scene before them with 
mouths hanging open in shock. "Did... we just see what I think we 
saw?" asked Raphael, turning his confused gaze to his friends. 


"I think so Raphael." Replied Leonardo, shaking his head. "But I can 
hardly believe it." 



Michelangelo slowly let a smile creep onto his face. "I guess they 
really do care about the little dude." 


"Well, they still stole from that one kid." Donatello added, trying 
to inject a little reality into the situation. "They're still their 
criminal selves, even now." 

Back with the trio, Tyler smiled widely at his two mutant companions. 
"Thanks guys. That was amazing! Kenny and his gang have been after me 
forever, and..." His smile became somewhat sad and he sighed briefly 
, looking down, "...and that was the first time anyone I've known has 
stood up and helped me. No one else at school has..." He raised his 
head and looked Bebop and Rocksteady in the eye. 

"Really . . . thanks . " 

Rocksteady smiled with embarrassment and scratched his head. He 
wasn't used to receiving genuine gratitude from anyone outside of 
Bebop, especially with the thankless job of being Shredder and 
Krang's henchman. "Uh...any time, Tyler." he responded. 

Bebop snorted and bumped his fists together, still looking a bit 
steamed. "Kids like dat really tick me off. I can't stand school 
bullies. Any time you want us to pound em for ya, I'm dere." 

Tyler smiled and shook his head. "I don't think you need to go that 
far. But I've never seen Kenny that scared before. You guys really 
got him going. I bet he won't bother me again for a long time." Just 
then Rocksteady's stomach growled audibly and the mutant grinned 
sheepishly. Tyler laughed and motioned back to their booth. "Come on, 
we still need to actually order our food." he said, walking back 
towards the booth. The two mutants nodded and followed. 

The four turtles all took a step back as the trio approached, all of 
them looking confused and at a loss for words. Tyler gave the Turtles 
one odd look and then shook his head and motioned for his mutants to 
join him at the empty booth two spaces over from the Turtles' own. 
"Come on guys, we'll have more privacy over here." he said pointedly, 
sitting down on the side facing towards the turtles. The two mutants 
grinned at each other and then nodded, before Rocksteady turned and 
stuck his tongue out at the Turtles childishly, pulling one eyelid 
down with left hand in a mocking gesture. The two mutants then turned 
around sat down in the seat opposite Tyler, facing away from the four 
shelled heroes. After a moment of staring, the turtles slowly sat 
themselves back in their booth, looking somewhat defeated. 

At the other booth. Rocksteady and Bebop settled themselves into the 
seat while Tyler glanced over the menu one more time. "I think I'll 
change my order to a barbeque pizza, I'm more in the mood for that." 
he said, before looking up at his two companions, concern playing 
across his face. "You guys aren't really going to order multiple 
pizzas each, are you? I don't really have that much money on me right 
now . " 

Rocksteady looked at Tyler, feeling puzzled. "What ' re ya talkin bout? 
We got plenty of cash now." he said, looking over at the wallet in 
Bebop ' s hand . 

"Yeah, dere ' s gotta be at least 50 bucks in here, plus da twenty he 
gave us too." Bebop said, thumbing through the wallet's content. "We 
can order whateva we want . " 



Tyler smiled patiently and shook his head. "I am grateful for what 
you guys just did for me really, but..." he said, reaching across the 
table and taking the wallet from Bebop. "I should give this back to 
Kenny on Monday." 

Rocksteady and Bebop were both caught by surprise. "What!? But dat 
kid's a bully! He picked on ya and stole your money all the time 
right?" Rocksteady asked, a confused and disappointed look playing 
across his face. "Why would ya wanna give it back when you just got 
even? " 


"Yeah! Don't ya want payback?" asked Bebop, looking equally 
confused 

Tyler shook his head and gave the mutants a bit of a stern look. 

"Yes, Kenny's a bully and of course I want him to stop picking on me 
and stealing my lunch money and stuff, but that doesn't mean it's ok 
for me to do bad stuff back to him." 

Rocksteady frowned and shook his head. "Of course it does! Dat ' s how 
it works. He hurts you, you hurt him back! You got ta get even, or 
he'll nevah leave ya alone." 

"Yeah, Tyler, don't be so soft." Bebop added condescendingly . "Maybe 
dat ' s why people pick on ya. You needta show dose kids whose boss, or 
dey'll just walk all over ya." 

Tyler shook his head back and replied. "It's still not ok to steal. 
And if I sink to his level, then that will make me a bully too." The 
boy shrugged and smiled. "But if I give him back the wallet and 
money, maybe he'll start to see me as someone who could be a friend 
instead of an enemy." The boy wrinkled his nose and frowned. "And 
some of that cash is probably other people's lunch money too, and I 
wouldn't feel right spending it." 

Bebop snorted angrily and crossed his arm. "Dat kid don't deserve any 
friends or to get his stuff back. He deserves a poundin." 

"Yeah! How could ya even want to try bein friends with someone like 
him?" Rocksteady asked skeptically. 

Tyler smiled slyly and looked at the Mutants. "I don't know. Couldn't 
you say the same thing about us?" he asked. 

Rocksteady and Bebop looked at each other and then at the kid. 
Rocksteady just looked confused, but Bebop seemed to be a bit annoyed 
with the comparison. "What do you mean?" Rocksteady asked. 

"You guys stole from me too, remember?" Tyler asked, giving them a 
look . 

Rocksteady blushed a little and suddenly looked embarrassed. "Oh 
yeah ... right . " he said. 

Bebop frowned and gritted his teeth. "Dat ' s dif f erent . . . don ' t compare 
us to a kid like dat." he growled grumpily. 


Tyler frowned back. "How is it different?" he asked. 



"Well..." Bebop began, and then stopped himself and thought for a 
moment. After a few seconds he growled and grabbed his head in 
frustration. "I don't know! It just is! Don't put me in da same 
category as dat joik!" he exclaimed in frustration. 

"Alright, I'm sorry." Tyler said quickly, taken aback slightly. He 
looked at Bebop with scrutiny. There was definitely something 
bothering him more than just the surface level issue. Like how 
Rocksteady had reacted when he'd been called a "mook" . Tyler made a 
mental note of the incident, and then tried to steer the conversation 
somewhere else. "My point was simply that after you guys stole from 
me I didn't try to get "payback" or revenge or anything, even though 
I could have. We worked it all out instead, and now we're real 
friends, right?" Tyler shrugged and smiled. "So maybe the same thing 
could happen with Kenny. Who knows. That's all I really 
meant . " 

Rocksteady scratched his ear, still feeling a bit confused. "I guess 
dat kinda makes sense..." he said. 

Bebop still looked a little annoyed, but a small smile cracked in the 
corner of his mouth. "Kid, I doubt you coulda gotten payback against 
us." he said, cheering up a little. 

Tyler smiled. "Of course I could have." He pointed over their 
shoulders. "I would have just asked them to teach you a lesson for 
me." he explained. 

The mutants looked over their shoulders at the turtles in the other 
booth. Rocksteady nodded and smiled. "Yeah, dat woulda probably done 
it . " he said . 

"Yeah I guess." Bebop added as the two of them turned back towards 
Tyler . 

Suddenly Rocksteady's face lit up and he smiled. "Ooh, ooh, I know 
how it was different!" he exclaimed, looking proud. "We didn't know 
you when we stole da comic. If we had we probably wouldn'ta. But dat 
kid picks on ya even dough he does know ya. Dat ' s how it's 
different ! " 

Bebop scowled at his companion. "Just let it go. Rocksteady." he 
grumbled . 

Rocksteady was a bit hurt at his friend's rebuff, but caught Tyler 
nodding along out of the corner of his eyes. Looking at his friend's 
irritated expression and thinking back on the past few minutes, it 
suddenly clicked in his mind. _"oh..."._ He sighed and looked down at 
the table. "Alright. Sorry." He replied quietly, feeling a bit mad at 
himself. Of course Bebop didn't want to talk about it. Rocksteady had 
forgotten, and he kicked himself mentally for not being sensitive 
enough about the issue, like how Bebop sometimes was towards 
him . 

Bebop glanced at Rocksteady and noticed his downcast expression. He 
shook his head and a grin broke out on his face. He playfully jabbed 
Rocksteady in the ribs with his elbow. "Ow!" Rocksteady exclaimed, 
looking over at him. Bebop put his hand on his friend's shoulder and 
smiled. Rocksteady saw his friend's face and a smile broke out on his 
own. He playfully shoved Bebop back and the two of them laughed. 



everything forgiven. In the moment Rocksteady felt a great warmth in 
his chest. Seemed like no matter what happened, he could never manage 
to be as good a friend to Bebop as Bebop was to him. Bebop was always 
encouraging him, staying positive even in the face of their failures, 
always knew the right thing to say when his friend was down to help 
cheer him up. Even when Rocksteady had just been insensitive towards 
him. Bebop still wouldn't let him stay in the dumps. Rocksteady 
smiled to himself as he patted Bebop on his shoulder, amazed that he 
could have such a good friend. 

Tyler smiled at the two mutants. "Well, now that you two have worked 
out ... whatever that was, are we finally going to eat?" he 
asked . 

"Yeah, let's order. I'm starvin!" Rocksteady exclaimed. 

"Yeah. And if we can't order multiple pizzas, let's at least get the 
big bread stick basket!" Bebop said. 

Tyler laughed. "Alright, alright." 

"And Italian sodas!" Rocksteady added. 

"Ok ok, I got it." Tyler replied. He raised his hand to signal one of 
the servers to finally come over to take their order. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The sun was slowly dipping low on the horizon as the group of 
seven individuals, six mutants and one human boy, made their way 
slowly down the sidewalk back towards Tyler's apartment building. 
Tyler walked at the head of the group, with Bebop and Rocksteady a 
few steps behind him, chatting amicably with the boy about the day 
they'd just shared. The four turtles brought up the rear, hanging 
back a few feet behind the trio, silently observing. The air 
surrounding the group was no longer openly hostile, as Tyler and his 
two friends had finally accepted the Turtles presence and learned to 
just ignore it, and the Turtles themselves were no longer acting 
confrontational. Their earlier combativeness had been replaced by 
surprise and a genuine curiosity at having seen a previously unknown 
side to their old foes.<p> 

The motley group turned another corner and began heading towards the 
front of Tyler's building. To their right, across the street, was the 
entrance to a park, and the sound of laughing children and squeaking 
playground equipment drifted towards them on the air. Tyler suddenly 
stopped and turned towards the park entrance, spotting a man with a 
white ice cream cart parked just inside, selling the last of his 
daily inventory before packing up to return home. A smile broke out 
on Tyler's face and he turned to his two mutant companions. "Hey, you 
guys want some ice cream bars? Or are you too full?" he asked. 

Bebop smiled and rubbed his belly. "Dere's always room foir dessert." 
he stated, and Rocksteady nodded in agreement. 

Tyler pulled a wad of cash out of his pocket and began counting. 

"What flavors do you want?" he asked, not looking up from the 
money . 


"Strawberry, if dey have it." Rocksteady answered, licking his lips. 



"Or else just vanilla." 

"Definitely chocolate for me." Bebop added. 

Tyler nodded and then looked around the mutants to the Turtles' 
grouped behind them. He gave them a bit of an apprehensive, 
mistrustful look and then sighed and spoke. "If you give me some 
money. I'll get some for you four too." he offered. 

The turtles all looked surprised at the offer, especially after the 
way Tyler had reacted to them before. Finally Leonardo shook his head 
and spoke for the group. "That's ok Tyler. We're good." The other 
three nodded in agreement . 

"Ok." Tyler responded, and then turned back to his friends. "See ya 
in a minute. Try not to kill each other while I'm gone." he quipped, 
winking at the mutants as he turned and headed across the street to 
the park. 

"Haha, very funny." Raphael commented sarcast ically to himself, 
eyeing Bebop and Rocksteady. 

The six mutants stood watching each other in awkward silence. The 
animosity of a few hours ago had faded away, but neither group had 
any idea what to say to each other now or how to act in this unique 
and strange situation. After a moment Leonardo nodded slowly to 
himself, psyching up his courage as best he could. He was the leader 
and it was his job to take point. He slowly stepped forward and Bebop 
and Rocksteady shifted their gazes nervously towards him. "Uma€ 1 I 
just wanted to say..." he began slowly, choosing his words carefully. 
"I wanted to say... you guys really surprised us back there." he 
finished, his voice carrying a soft apologetic tone. 

Rocksteady and Bebop certainly hadn't expected that comment. "Huh?" 
they both asked at the same time. 

Raphael smiled and stepped forward as well. "What you did for Tyler 
at the restaurant; it was pretty cool of you." he said 
genuinely . 

"Pretty cool?" Michelangelo chimed in, grinning. "It was great! You 
two sent those bozos packing in no time flat!" 

Donatello frowned slightly. "Even if you did steal from that other 
kid." he commented cynically. 

Rocksteady and Bebop looked at each other in surprise, and then back 
at the turtles. A hesitant grin appeared on Rocksteady's face. 

"Uma€ 1 tanks ! " the mutant rhino replied back. 

Bebop nodded, looking more solemn. "Yeah, dere was no way we was 
gonna let joiks like that mess with Tyler." He stated, still feeling 
the last remnants of the anger that had hit him earlier. 

"Looks like you two really do like him." Raphael replied. 

"Told ya" Michelangelo added to the others, grinning, prompting a 
punch on the arm from Raphael. 

"Yeah. Speaking of whicha€ 1 " Leonardo began, looking like he was 



struggling to say something very difficult. "Ia€ll'm sorry I didn't 
believe you earlier." 

Now it was Rocksteady and Bebop's turn to look flabbergasted. 

"a€l Really?" Rocksteady asked, in stark surprise, his yellow eyes 
widening . 

"Yeah, really." Leonardo replied, nodding. Behind him Michelangelo 
and Raphael nodded as well, though Donatello just frowned. Shredder's 
mutants grinned back at them, but then Leonardo's face became more 
serious again. "But you know you can't really blame us for being 
suspicious. Not after everything that's happened. 

Bebop's expression became serious again, but Rocksteady just looked 
genuinely confused. "Wat do ya mean?" he asked. 

Donatello rolled his eyes. "Did you forget? You're the bad guys. You 
work for Shredder." 

"Yeah, plus, we've never really seen you do anything nice like that 
before." Michelangelo explained. 

Rocksteady's frowned and his eyes narrowed at the Turtles. Now he got 
it. "I told ya before. You guys don't know us." He said 
bitterly . 

"You're right, we don't know you." Leonardo replied, looking the 
mutants in the eye. "Guess we should have expected there would be 
more to you than just one side. But it's not like you've ever shown 
us anything else." 

Bebop snorted derisively. "Yous our enemies. We aint gonna get all 
chummy wit ya, or tell ya all our dark secrets, ya know?" 

Leonardo looked at them with curiosity. "Do you two have dark 
secrets?" he asked hesitantly. 

Rocksteady glared at him. "None of your darn business." He replied 
with irritation. 

"Guess that's your answer." Raphael said as he smiled and shook his 
head. "Can't really complain about us not knowing the real you if you 
aren't willing to let us see." He added. 

"You looked pretty mad at the restaurant. Bebop." Michelangelo began. 
"Did that scene bring back bad memories for you? 

Rocksteady turned his gaze towards the orange turtle, looking angry. 
"Hey, lay off him!" he stated, and Michelangelo took a step 
back . 

Bebop gritted his teeth angrily and crossed his arms, turning to the 
side and looking across the street, avoiding the gaze of the turtes. 
"Ia€ll just can't stand bullies alright!?" he said. Donatello let out 
a derisive "hhmph" and everyone else turned towards him. "You gotta 
problem wit dat?" Bebop asked angrily. 

"What's gotten into you Donatello?" Leonardo asked, looking at his 
companion with concern. "Yeah, you're starting to turn into me." 
Raphael stated. 



Donatello shot Raphael an angry look and then turned towards 
Shredder's mutants. "I just think it's funny to hear you two of all 
people talking about hating bullies." he stated angrily. 

Bebop turned his gaze on the purple turtle and gritted his teeth. 

"You sayin we're bullies?" he asked with menace. 

Donatello stared back into the blank reflection of Bebop's shades, 
not flinching. "I'm saying your worse." He stated. Bebop and 
Rocksteady both grimaced with anger, balling their hands up into 
fists, but Donatello kept going. "You're not a couple of petty kids 
picking on people smaller than you and stealing lunch money. You work 
for Shredder and Krang, the two most dangerous super villains in this 
dimension! You've both done enough to get yourselves sent to jail a 
hundred times over." He crossed his arms and glared at them. "You 
have no right to act like you're better than a couple of playground 
jerks, whatever personal grudge you might have." 

Rocksteady and Bebop both looked steamed, and it appeared like the 
fight that had been put off for so long might actually occur. But 
then Leonardo stepped between Donatello and the two mutant goons, 
holding his hands up. "Now fellas, we've been able to avoid fighting 
up till now. Let's just try to stay calm." he said gently, trying to 
diffuse the brewing conflict. "Tyler wouldn't want you doing this 
right now" he reminded them. 

Bebop and Rocksteady stopped short and looked across the street, 
where Tyler was still in line to get their ice cream. The two mutants 
nodded and lowered their fists, but they both still looked pretty 
steamed. "Just tell you're braniac friend he can't keep talkin 'bout 
us like dat . " Bebop said. 

Donatello opened his mouth to retort but Leonardo turned around and 
fixed him with a stern look. "I know how you feel Donatello, but 
let's try not to get into a pointless fight here, where Tyler and 
other people might get hurt." he said solemnly. 

Donatello looked unhappy at being chastised by Leonardo, but after a 
moment he dropped his eyes and nodded. "Alright, alright. I 
understand." he said, defeated. Leonardo smiled and patted him on the 
shoulder, stepping back towards the group. Donatello raised his gaze, 
looking serious and stepped forward again. "But let me ask you two 
just one question." he said. 

The other three turtles watched Donatello with apprehension, readying 
themselves to step in. Rocksteady and Bebop eyed Donatello with 
annoyance. "What?" Rocksteady asked with a snort. 

"If you really care about Tyler that much, does that mean you're 
going to quit working for Shredder?" Donatello asked. 

The two mutants looked at the turtle like he was crazy. "Of coirse 
not!" Bebop exclaimed. "Why would we do dat?" he asked. 

"Yeah, what's Tyler got ta do wit our job?" Rocksteady asked, 
scratching his head. 

Donatello sighed. "You've said you care about Tyler, and based on 
your behavior today, I have to admit that you seem to be telling the 



truth." Donatello began, looking at the two mutants with pleading 
eyes. "But think about it. Don't you realize? Tyler is a kid just 
like any other person living in this city, and just like any other 
person he's in danger from the evil plans of Shredder. Plans you help 
carry out!" he explained. 

Rocksteady and Bebop looked at each other, and then back at the 
turtle, skepticism playing across their features. "What are ya talkin 
about, shell-back?" Bebop asked. 

Donatello shook his head in annoyance. "Are you two really that 
dense? What do you think might happen to Tyler the next time Shredder 
tries blowing up the city with a bomb, or sending it to Dimension X, 
or turning off the gravity so everyone floats into the sky? Don't you 
think Tyler could get hurt, or worse?" He asked, looking at them with 
a mixture of annoyance and sadness in his eyes. "Just think about it 
for a minute guys. If you really care about Tyler, then you should 
see how your so called "job" only puts him in danger." 

Rocksteady's angry expression changed, as he actually began to 
consider what the smart turtle was saying to them. Was it true? 
Shredder had already almost ordered them to hurt the boy back when 
they first met. What if they really did put him in danger again? 
But... The mutant Rhino shook his head, feeling confused. "But we 
can't quit." he stated vehemently. 

"Why not?" asked Michelangelo. 

"Because..." Rocksteady began, but found he couldn't continue. The 
thought of quitting their jobs filled him with a very acute sense of 
dread. It wasn't just that the two of them enjoyed being thugs for 
the Shredder, they certainly did, but the fact that if they did quit 
they would be back to having nothing. Even after all these years the 
only things they truly owned were some clothes and a relatively 
meager collection of comics and video games. The Technodrome was 
their only home; there was nowhere else they could possibly go, 
nothing else they could do except serve the Boss. "Because ... we just 
can't alright!?" Rocksteady snapped back, suddenly angry. 

Bebop looked at his friend compassionately and put a comforting hand 
on his shoulder. "We don't got anything else." He explained to the 
Turtles . 

Leonardo looked at the two mutants with scrutiny, trying to gauge 
their motives. After a moment he smiled compassionately. "That's not 
true. You obviously have each other. And Tyler's your friend now 
too." He nodded to himself and decided to say it. "And if you really 
wanted to quit, you'd have our help as well." he 
stated . 

Rocksteady's eyes widened again in surprise. He felt something 
unexpected twinge at the back of his mind. "Really...?" he asked, 
looking at the turtles with skepticism. 

"Yeah!" Leonardo replied, and the other three nodded, even Donatello. 
"If you really quit the Shredder, we'd have no reason to fight 
anymore, and we would be free to help if you needed it." The turtle 
stated . 


Bebop smiled haughtily and clapped Rocksteady on the shoulder 



laughing a little. "Tanks for the offer, dweebs, but we don't really 
need it. We're perfectly fine wit da way tings are now." 


Rocksteady looked at his friend and felt his resolve returning. He 
nodded his head and turned his gaze back at the turtles. "Dat ' s 
right ! " he echoed in agreement . 

Michelangelo sighed, looking a bit depressed. "So I guess this truce 
thing we've got going now isn't going to last?" he asked. 

Bebop smiled meanly. "Ya got dat right. Shell-head." he said with 
confidence. "Da next time we see yous wimps on da battlefield you're 
gonna be toitle soup." 

"So you better watch you're backs!" Rocksteady added with 
enthusiasm . 

Raphael sighed and shook his head. "Should have known it would be too 
good to be true." He said in disappointment. 

Out of the corner of his eye Leonardo saw Tyler across the street, 
waiting for traffic to disperse so he could head back to rejoin them. 
Their time for conversation was almost up. Leonardo looked at the two 
mutants with disappointment on his face. "I'm sorry to hear that." he 
stated sadly. "For a long time we all just assumed you two were bad 
to the bone; totally undeniably rotten. But we all saw something 
today that made me think maybe there's another side to you. Maybe 
you're more than just a couple of thugs." He looked them both in the 
eye, trying to convey his genuine sincerity and concern. "I hope that 
you guys will realize it yourselves someday." he finished. 

Bebop frowned and shook his head in disgust. "Don't get all sappy on 
us, Toitle. It aint gonna save ya da next time we meet." 

Rocksteady nodded along with his friend's comment, but at that moment 
he couldn't help but feel something unexpected stir in his spirit, 
deep down, at hearing what the blue turtle had said. Not just thugs, 
huh? Maybe... just maybe...? The mutant shook his head quickly and 
smiled the best he could, trying to shake off the strange and 
unfamiliar feeling. "Yeah. Even if we are friends with Tyler, we're 
still bad to the bone!" Rocksteady said, trying to mean it. 

"I don't think you are. Not anymore." Leonardo responded, smiling 
with resignation. "But if you don't agree, then I guess there's 
nothing else to say." 

"Got dat right." Bebop responded with a snort, and Rocksteady 
nodded . 

"Hey, you guys have a nice chat while I was away?" Tyler asked as he 
reached their side of the street. "I didn't miss anything interesting 
did I?" he continued, as he handed Bebop and Rocksteady their ice 
cream bars . 

"Nope, not much. Just shooting the breeze, killing time. All that 
jazz." Raphael replied. 

Leonardo smiled and then bowed formerly towards Tyler. "It's been 
pretty interesting today, but we've got to get going. Our master will 
be expecting us back." The turtle straightened up and fixed Tyler 



with a warm look, 
said . 


"It was nice seeing you again Tyler. Take care." he 


"Yeah, ok." Tyler responded, a bit surprised at the friendly goodbye 
after the day they'd all just had. 

"See ya later micro-dude! Say hi to Zack for us!" Michelangelo 
responded with enthusiasm. 

Donatello nodded, looking a little annoyed. "Tell him I need to 
recalibrate his turtle-corn. We've been having trouble reaching him 
lately . " 

"Nerds and their toys." Raphael stated snarkily, earning himself a 
glare from his companion. He smiled at the boy and saluted. "See ya 
later kid." he said. 

Leonardo turned his gaze to Shredder's two mutants, who both stood 
licking their ice creams while they watched the farewells with only 
half-interest. "We'll see you guys around too, I guess." he said to 
them, looking a bit disappointed and resigned. "I... I hope we can 
meet under more peaceful circumstances again in the future." he 
finally stated. 

Bebop snorted dismissively and turned up his nose but Rocksteady 
honestly didn't know how to respond at first. Even if they were all 
enemies this day had been fun in the end, and the turtles had ended 
up being kind of ok after all. Even if they had to fight, did that 
mean they had to hate each other? Rocksteady looked up at the 
turtles, his confusion and inner turmoil showing on his face. 

"Urn... yeah. See ya around .. whenever ... " he said. 

Bebop caught the tone in Rocksteady's statement and looked over at 
his friend with curiosity and confusion, but Leonardo just smiled 
warmly. What he heard then in Rocksteady's voice reinforced the hope 
that had begun to grow in him since that afternoon, when he'd seen 
two hardened criminals unexpectedly stand up for someone smaller and 
weaker than themselves. The turtle nodded towards the two mutants and 
then turned to head back down the side walk the way they'd come, 
motioning for his three companions to join him. After a moment he 
turned and gave a final wave to Tyler and the Shredder's goons before 
he and the other Turtles disappeared around the corner. 

As soon as the Turtles were gone Bebop turned and smacked Rocksteady 
on the shoulder. "Wat was dat all about?" he asked, giving his friend 
a weird look. "You gettin soft on me or somethin?" 

"Ow!" Rocksteady exclaimed, rubbing his stinging shoulder and looking 
back at Bebop with irritation. "Quit it! No I aint getting soft! It's 
just..." the mutant shrugged and a smile crept onto his face. "Dis 
day was kinda fun in da end, even if dose guys did follow us around. 
And. . .maybe dey aint so bad when we're not fightin em." 

Bebop rolled his eyes and snorted dismissively. "Next ting you know, 
you're gonna be saying you want to hang out wit dose dweebs more 
too." He turned and looked back down the street where the turtles had 
disappeared. He glanced to the side at Tyler and smiled. "Dere' just 
geeks, dey aint cool like Tyler. Dey probably just spend all dere 
time talkin about being goody goodies, and practicin dat kung-fu 
junk. Hangin wit dem would be a real bore I bet." Bebop shrugged his 



shoulders and grinned back at Rocksteady. " 'Sides, da boss would 
kill us if he found out." 

"I think Michelangelo probably likes comics and video games and stuff 
like us." Tyler added, smiling from Bebop's earlier comment. 

The two mutants looked at Tyler with puzzled expressions. "Urn... which 
one's dat?" Rocksteady asked. 

Tyler rolled his eyes good naturedly. "The orange one." he 
explained . 

"Oh yeah. Da soifer Toitle." Bebop replied. 

Tyler and the two mutants stood together for a few more moments, none 
of them really sure of what they should say or do now. It had been a 
very weird day. Tyler turned towards his companions and then noticed 
something. "Urn guys, your ice cream is melting." he said. 

Rocksteady looked down at his barely nibbled strawberry bar and saw 
the ice cream beginning to drip down onto his hands. He opened his 
mouth and finished the frozen treat off with two large chomps, 
completing his task by licking his hands clean of the sticky liquid. 
It tasted very refreshing, and Rocksteady soon forget his confusion 
and uncertainty from only a few moments ago. Next to him Bebop did 
the same with his bar, somehow managing to smear the chocolate on his 
fangs and nose ring as he shoved the rest of the bar into his 
mouth . 

Tyler laughed and handed a wad of napkins to both of them. "Here, you 
guys are getting pretty messy." he said as he began to unwrap his own 
ice cream bar. He discarded the wrapper in a nearby trash bin and 
began to lick the ice cream bar, his favorite flavor, cookies and 
cream. He looked at his two companions as he worked on the ice cream 
bar, before finally asking his question. "So... unless you guys have 
to get back to the techno-whatever-it-is soon, or have some mission 
you need to be doing... want to come to my apartment and hang out a 
while longer?" he asked. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>-Another update. Once again, these two chapters used to be one, 
but I split them almost exactly in half. Probably i'll be uploading 
the next chapter pretty soon, since it kind of brings the story to 
the end of the first portion. -<p> 


End 
f ile . 



